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Soldiers Fortune, 


A 


COMEDY. 


— 


By Mr. THOMAS OTIW AY. 


Quem recitas meus eft, O Fidentine, libellus ; 
Sed male cum recitas incipit efſe tuus. 
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DEDICATION. 


Mr. BENTLEY, 


Have often (during this Play's being 
in the Preſs) been importun'd for 
a Preface; which you, I ſuppoſe, 
would have ſpeak ſomething in Vin- 
dication of the Comedy : Now to 


ſpeak my Mind upon that Occaſion, which you 
may be pleas'd to accept of, both as a Dedication 
to your ſelf, and next as a Preface to the Book, 


AnD I am not alittle proud, that it has hap- 
pen'd into my Thoughts to be the firſt who in theſe 
latter Years has made an Epiſtle Dedicatory to his 
Stationer : It is a Compliment as reaſonable as it 
juſt, For, Me. BENTLEY, you pay honeſtly for the 
Copy ; and an Epiſtle to you is a fort of an Ac- 
quaintance, and may be probably welcome ; when 
to a Perſon of higher Rank and Order, it looks 
A 3 like 


| D E D | I CAT 1 O N. q * _ ? 

like an Obligation for Praiſes, which he knows he 
does not deſerve, and therefore is very un willing 
to part with ready Money for. . 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, is 
Friends and Acquaintance, I believe it is poſſible 
that as much may be ſaid in its behalf, as heretofore 
has been for a great many other, But of all the 
apiſh Qualities about me, I have not that of being 
fond of my own Iſſue; nay, I muſt confeſs my- 
ſelf a very unnatural Parent, for when it is once 
brought into the World, een let the Brat ſhift for 
itſelf, I ſay. 


2 


Tux Objections made againſt the Merit of this 
poor Play, I muſt confeſs, are very grievous, | 


, Finer, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, be- 
cauſe the World may think civilly of her ; Fogh ! 
oh Sherreu J tis fo filthy, ſo baudy, no Woman 
ought to be ſeen at it: Let me dic, it has made me 
ſick, When the World lyes, Mr. BEnTLEY, if that 
very Lady has not eaſily digeſted a much ranker 
Morſel in a little Ale-houſe towards Paddington, 
and never made a Face at it. But your true Jilt is 
a Creature that can extract Baudy out of the chaſt- 
eſt Senſe, as eaſily as a Spider can Poiſon out of 
a Roſe : They know true Baudy, let it be ever fo 
much conceal'd, as perfectly as Fal/taff did the true 
Prince by Inſtinct. They will ſeparate the true 
Metal from the Allay, let us temper it as well as 
81 5 9 A we 
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we can: Some Women are the Touch-ſtones of 


Filthineſs. Though I have heard a Lady (that 
has. more Modeſty than any of thoſe She-Criticks, 

and I am ſure more Wit) ſay, ſhe wonder'd at the 
Impudence of any of her Sex, that would pretend 
to underſtand the thing calld Baudy. So Mr. 
BENTLEY, for ought I perceive, my Play may be 
innocent yet, and the Lady miſtaken in pretending 
to the Knowledge of a Myſtery above her; tho', 
to ſpeak honeſtly, ſhe had beſides her Wit a liberal 
Education; and, if we may credit the World, 0 
not buried her Talent neither. 8 


Tuts is, Mr, BENTIEx, all Tcan 45 in behalf 
of my Play, wherefore I throw it into your Arms; 
make the beſt of it you can; praiſe it to your 
Cuſtomers ; ſell Ten Thouſand of them, if poſſi- 
ble, and then you will compleat the Wiſhes of 


Your Friend and Servant, 


T HO. OT WAY. 


PROLOGUE, 
By the Lord a 


Oral Dames with lin, Concern reflect 

X 7 On their inconflant Herzes coli Neglect, 
FTban we ( prouit'd by this ungrateſul Age) 
Bear the hard Fate F an abandon'd Stage: 

With Grief we fee nu ratio from our Arms, 

And curſe the feeble Virtue of cur Charms ; 

Curſe your falſe Hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 

And curſe the Eyes that ſtole theſe Hearts away. 

. Remember, faithleſs Friends, there was a Time h 

(But ch the ſad Remembrance of our Prime! ) 

l Hen to our Arms with eager Joys ye flew, ; 


Aid we believ'd your treach'rous Hearts as true, 

As &er was Nymph of ours to one of you. 

But a more pow'rful * Saint enjoys ye now ; 
Hraigbt with fweet Sins and Abſolutions tos: 

To her are all your pious Jotus addroſt, | 
She's both your Love's and your Religion's Teft, 
The faireſt Prelate of her Time, and beſt. 

e own her more deſerving far than we, 
A juſt Excuſe for our Incon/tancy. | 
Yet *twas unkindly dene to leave us fo; 

Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 
A horrid Crime y are all addicted to, 


Tos 


Pope Joax. 


* 


— — PROLOGUE. 
Tor ſoon, alas ! your Appetites are cliy d, 
And Phillis rules no more when once enjoy'd : 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and Conftancy, 
With the too ſhort forgotten Pleaſures dis: 
WW hilt fhe, poor Soul, robb'd of her deareſt Eaſe, 
Still drudges on, with vain Deſire to pleaſe ; 

And reſtleſs follnus you from Place to Place, 

For Tributes due to her autumnal Face. 

Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateſul Men, 

Homo can we hope you'll &er return again? 
Here's na new Charm to tempt ye as before, 

Mit nnw's eur only Treaſure left in flore, { 
And that's a Coin will -paſs with you no more. 

You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, 
(True Bullies ! quiet when the Danger s near) f 
Shew your great Souls, in damning Poets here. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Captain Beaugard, Mr. Betterton, 
Courtine, Mr. Smith. 
Sir Davy Dunce, Mr. Nokes. 
Sir Jolly Fumble, Mr. Leigb. 
Fburbin, a Servant | 

to Beauguard, F Mr. Jevons. 
Bloody Bones, Mr. Richards, 
FVermin, a Servant 

to Sir Davy, ; 4 Boy. 


WO ME N. 


Lady Dunce, Mrs. Barry, | 
Sylvia, Mrs. Price. 
Maid. | | e 


A Conſtable and Watch. 
SCENE, DON. | 
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Soldiers Fortune: 


ACT IL SCEMNS L 
Enter Beaugard, Courtine, axd Fourbin, 


BEAU GARD. 


| Pox o' Fortune ! Thou art always teaz- 
ing me about Fortune: Thou riſeſt in a 
* Morning with Ill-luck in thy Mouth; 
7 nay, never eateſt a Dinner but thou 
ſigheſt two Hours after it, with think- 
ing where to get the next. Fortune be 
damn'd, ſince the World's fo wide. 
Ceur. As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng'd and cramm'd 
with Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly 


geta Living in it. 


Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee Em- 
ployments 


A 6 Cour 0 


T2 TheSoLDitrs Fox TUN E. 

Cour. At you I ought to rail; *twas your Fault we 
left our Employment abroa4, to come home and be loy- 
al: and now we as loyally ſta ve for it. 

Beau. Did not my Anceſtors do it before thee, Man? 
T tell thee, Loyalty and Starving are a lone. The old 
Cavaliers got ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile, that 
their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 

Cour. Iis a fine Equipage I am lik'd to be reduced to ; 
I ſhall be e're long as greaſy as an A//atian Bully; this 
a flopping Hat, pinn'd up on one fide, with a ſandy 
weather-beaten Pcruque, dirty Linen, and to compleat 
the Figure, a long ſcandaleus Iron Sword jarring at my 
Heels like a 

Becn. Snarling, thou meaneſt, like its Maſter. 

Cour. My Companions the worthy Knights of the moſt 
Nobiz Order of the Poſt ; your Peripatetick Philofo- 
phers of the Temple-waiks, Rogues in Rags, and yet 
not honeſt; Villains that undervalue Damnation, ſtill 
forſwear themſelves tur a Dinner, and hang their Fathers 
for half a Crown. | 

Beau. I am aſnam'd to hear a Soldier talk of Starving. 

Cour. Why, what ſhall I do? I can't tea! 

Beau. Tho' thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other Vices 
enough for any induitrious Fellow to live comfortably 
upon. 

| Cour. What! wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and 
run cheating up and down the Town for a livelihood ? 
would no more keep a Blockhead Company, and en- 
dure his nauſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than I 
would be a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatick 
Eyes, hollow Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion : 
Of all the Rogues I would not be a F 'oolmanger. 

Beau. How well this Niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fain 
ſee thee &en turn Parion in a Pet, o'purpoſe to rail at all 
thoſe Vices which I know thou, us pturally art fond of. 

SN Why 
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Why, ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be fo de- 
ſpicable in the Eyes of a diſbanded Officer, as times go, 
Friend. 

Cour. I am glad, Beaugard, you think fo. 

Beau. Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man ; be rul'd 
by me, and III bring thee into good Company, Families, 
Courtine, Families; and ſuch Families, where Forma- 


lity's a Scaadal, and Pleaſure is the Bus'neſs; where the 


Women are all wanton, and the Men are all witty, you 
Rogue. 

Cour. What, ſome of your Worſhip's Wapping Acquain- 
tance, that you made laſt time you came over for Re- 
cruits, and ſpirized away your Landlady's Daughter a 
Volunteering with you into France ? 


Beau. I'll bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's - 


in credit, and Lewdneſs laudable ; where thou fhalt wal- 
low in Fleaſures and Preferments, revel all Day, and 


every Night lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as 
Roſes, and as Springs refreſhing. 


Cour. Prithee don't talk thus; I had rather thou 


wouldſt tell me where new Levies are to be rais'd: a 
Pox of Whores, when a Man has not Money to make 
'em comfortable. 

Beau. That ſhall ſhower upon us in Abundance; and, 
for inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all 
this dropt out of the Clouds to Day ! 

Cour. Ha! Gold by this Light 

Four. Oat of the Clouds 

Beau. Ay, Gold! does it not ſmell of the ſweet Hand 
that ſent it? ſmell, ſmell you Dog — [7 Fourbin. 

[Fourbin /mells to the handful of Gold, and gathers 
up ſome Pieces in his Mouth. 

Four. Truly Sir, of heavenly Sweetneſs, and very re- 
freſhing. 

Cour. Dear Baaugard, if thou haſt any good Nature 
in thee ; if thou wouldit not have me hang myſelf be- 

fore 
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fore my time, tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt 
thee to this, that I may go make a Bargain with him 
preſently : Speak, ſpeak, or I am a loſt Man. 

Beau. Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I have 
given my Soul to already, and muſt I ſuppoſe have my 
Body very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may 
for ought I know be a real Devil; but if it be, tis the 
beſt natur'd Devil under Belxebub's Dominion, that I'll 
ſwear to. 

Cour, But how came the Gold then ? 

Beau. To deal freely with my Friend, I am lately 
happen'd into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend 
Pimp, as fine a Diſcreet, Sober, Grey-bearded old Gen- 
tleman as one would wiſh, as good a natur'd Publick- 
ſpirited Perſon as the Nation holds; one that is never fo 
happy, as when he is bringing good People together, and 
promoting civil Underſtanding betwixt the Sexes : Nay, 
rather than want Employment, he will go from one 
end of the Town to tother, to procure my Lord's 
little Dog to be civil to my Lady's little languiſhing 
Bitch. 

Cour. A very worthy Member of the Commonwealth! 

Beau, This noble Perſon one day—but Fourbin can 
give you a more particular Account of the matter. Sweet 
Sir, if you pleaſe, tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter 


betwixt you and Sir Fo/ly Fumble; you muſt know that's 


his Title. 
Four, Sir, it ſhall be done—Walking one Day upon 


the Piazza about three of the Clock i' th' Afternoon, to 
get me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encoun- 
ter a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy Appear- 
ance ; his Beard and Hair white, grave, and comely, his 
Countenance ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful; who 
perceiving me alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mien and Air 
which might well inform him I was a Perſon of no in- 


conſiderable Quality, came very reſpectively up to me, 
and 
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and after the uſual Ceremonies between Perſons of 
Parts and Breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of 
me what it was a Clock preſently underſtood by the 
Queſtion, that he was a Man of Parts and Bufineſs, told 
him, I did preſume it was at moſt but nicely turn'd of 
Three. 

Beau. Very Court-like, civil, quaint and new, I 
think. 

Four. The freedom of Commerce encreafing, after 
ſome little inconſiderable Queſtions pour paſſer le temps, 
and ſo, he was pleaſed to offer me the courteſy of a Glaſs 
of Wine: I told him I very feldom drank, but if he ſo 
pleas'd, I would do myſelf the Honour to preſent him 
with a Diſh of Meat at an Eating Houſe hard by, where 
J had an Intereſt, 

Cour. Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Bean- 


gard, is as accompliſhed a Perſon as any of the Employ- 


ment I ever ſaw. 

Beau, Let the Rouge go en. 

Four. In ſhort, we agreed and went together: As 
ſoon as we enter'd tke Room, I am your moſt humble 
Servant, Sir, ſays he =I am the meaneſt of your 
Vaſſals, Sir, ſaid I I am very happy in lighting 
mto the Acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as 
you appear to be, Sir, faid he again—Worthy, Sir Fol- 
ly (then came I upon him again on tYother fide, for you 
muſt know by that time I had grop'd on his Title) I 
kiſs your Hands from the bottom of my Heart, which L 
ſhall be always ready to lay at your Feet. 

Cour, Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Knight 
then ? | | 

Four. Nothing, he had nothing to ſay 3 his Senſe was 
tranſported with Admiration of my Parts: So we fat down, 
and after ſome Pauſe, he defired to know by what Title 


he was to diſtinguiſh the Perſon that had ſo highly ho- 
noured him, 


Beau. 
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Beau. That is as much as to ſay, Sir, whoſe Rafcal 
you were. 

Four. Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave 
as you pleaſe I told him, thoſe that knew me well 
were pleaſed to call me the Chevalier Fourbin, that I was 
a Cadet of that antient Family the Fourbineis ; and that 
J had the Honour of ſerving a great Monarch of France 
in his Wars in Flanders, where I contracted great Fami- 
Larity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Eng/:/þ 
Troops in that Service, one Captain Beaugard. 

Beau. Oh Sir, you did me too much Honour, What 
a true bred Rogues this! — 

Cour, Well, but the Money, War FU} the Money. 

Four. Beaugard, hum, Beaugard, ſays he —ay, it muſt 
be ſo—a black Man, is he not ?—Ay, ſays I, blackiſh— 
a dark brown — full fac'd? — Yes — a fly, ſubtle, ob- 
ſerving Eye? —The fame — a ſtrong-built well-made 
Man ? right——a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, 
a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, I warrant him; a thun- 
dring Rogue upon occaſion, Beaugerd ! a. thundring 
Fellow for a Wench, I mult be acquainted with him. 

Cour. But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's the 
thing I would be acquainted witha]. 

Beau. This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier's Ac. 
quaintance comes yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, 
and ſeeing my Picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told 
me with the greateſt Ecſtaſy in the Wor'd, that was the 
thing he came to me about: He told me, there was a Lady 
of his Acquaintance had ſome favourable Thoughts of 
me, and I gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona 
Reba, ha, ha, ha. So without more ado begs me to lend 
it him till Dinner (for we concluded to eat together) fo 
away he ſcuttled with as great Joy as if he had found 
the Philoſopher's Stone, 

Cour. Very well. 


Bean. 


”Y — — — 


The SoLDIERS Fox TUN z. Th 


Beau. At Locket's we met again: Where after a thou- 
ſand Grimaces to ſhew how much he was pleaſed, in- 
ſtead of my Picture, preſents me with the Contents afore- 
faid ; and told me, the Lady defir'd me to accept of em 
for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withal, 
as well as with the Original. 

Cour. Ha! 

Beau. Now, whereabouts this taking Quality lies in 
me, the Devil take me, Ned, if I know: But the Fates, 
Ned, the Fates — 

Cour. A Curſe on the Fates — Of all Strumpets, For- 
tune's the baſeſt ; *twas Fortune made me a Soldier, a 
Rogue in red, the Grievance of the Nation ; Fortune 
made the Peace juſt when we were upon the Brink of 
a War; then Fortune disbanded us, and loſt us 
two Months Pay: Fortune gave us Debentures inſtead 
of ready Money, and by very good Fortune I ſeld 
mine, and loft heartily by it, in hopes the grinding 
ill-natur'd Dog that bought it will never get a Shilling 
for't 

Beau. Leave off thy railing, for ſhame ; it looks like 
a Cur that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may 
mend, and an honeſt Soldier be in faſhion again, 

Cour. Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldy wheezing Rogues 
that live at home, and brood over their Bags, when a 
Fit of Fear's upon 'em, then if one of us pads but by, 
all the Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heav'ns 
bleſs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 

Beau. Ah, good Men, what pity *tis fuch proper Gen- 
tlemen ſhould ever be out of Employment ! 

Cour. But when the Bus'neſs is over, then every Pariſh 
Bawd that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and 
pays but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, 
Fough, ye louſy Red-coat Rake-hells! hout ye Cater- 
pillers, ye Locuſts of the Nation; you are the Dogs _ 
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Fourbin. 


Sir Jolly, and deſire him to meet me at the Blue Poſts 
in the Hez-Market about Twelve; we'll dine together: 


this: Haſt thou no more Grace than to be a true Friend? 


a Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friend, pimp 
for his Friend, bang for his Friend, and fo forth; but 


Beau. Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or DE 


Shoulders, here! s Shape! there's a Foot and Leg. here” 8 
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would enſlave us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our | 
Daughters, ye Scoundrels. | 

Beau. 1 muſt confeſs, raviſhing ought to be regulated 


it would deſtroy Commerce, and many a good ſober 
Matron about this Town might loſe the felling of her 


Daughter's Maidenhead ; which were a great Grievance 
to the People, and a particular Branch of bea Joſt, 


Four. Your Worthip $ Pleaſure ? | 
Beau. Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find 


I muft inquire farther into Yeſterday's Adventure; in 
the mean time, Ned, here's half the Prize to be doing 
withal ; old Friends muſt preſerve Correſpondence ; we 
have ſhar'd goed Fortune together, and bad ſhall never 
t us. 
Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for 


nay, to part with Money to thy Friend? I grant you, 


to part with ready Money, is the Devil. 


Sir Jol) coming: Now, Courtine, will I ſhew thee the 
Flower of Knighthood. Ah, Sir Folh / 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol. My Hero] my Darling! my Gammede ! how 
doft thou? Strong! wanton ! luſty ! rampant! ha, ah, 
ah ! ſhe's thine, Boy, odd ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, 
wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue! ah Rogue ! here's 


rng , XR awd loc 


a Leg, here's a Leg — Qua- a a- a- a. 
[ Soneaks lite a Cat, and tickles Beaugard': Legs. | 
Court. | 
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Ccurt. What an old Goat's this? 

Sir Fol. Child, Child, Child, who's that ? a Friend 
of thine ? à Friend o' thine? a pretty Fellow, odd a 
very pretty Fellow, and a ſtrong Dog I'll warrant him- 
How doſt do, dear Heart? prithee let me kiſs thee, 15 
ſwear and vow I will kiſs thee ; ha, ha, he, he, he 
Toad, a Toad, oh Toa-a-a-ad — 

Brau. But the Lady, Sir Folly, that Lady, how 10 
the Lady ? what ſays the Lady, Sir Folly? - £ 
Sir Fol. What ſays the Lady ! why the ſays — he 
ſays — odd ſhe has a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, fo 
hard, ſo plump, ſo blub; I fancy I am eating Cherries 
every time I think on't — and for her Neck and Breaſts, 
and her — odds Life; I'll ſay no more, not a Word 

more, but I know, I know —— 

Beau. I am ſorry for that with all my Heart; do you 

know, fay you, Sir? and would you put off your mum- 
bled Orts and Offal upon me? 
Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh, huſh ! have a care; as I live 
and breath, not I ; alack and well-a-day, I am a poor 
old Fellow, decay'd and undone : All's gone with me, 
Gentlemen, but my good Nature; odd I love to know 
how Matters go tho' now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench 
and young Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze 5 
odd I love a young Fellow dearly, faith dearly —— 

Court, This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue I ever 
met withal. 

Beau. But Sir Jol, in the firſt Nr, you muſt know, 
I have ſworn never to marry. 14 

Sir Fol, I would not have-thee, Man ; I am a Batche- 
lor myſelf, and have been a Whore-maſter all my Life ; 
beſides ſhe's married already Man, her Husband's an old, 
greaſy, untoward, ill- natur d, ſloveuly, Tobacco-takiig 
Cuckold; but plaguy jealous. 

Beau, Already a Cuckold, Sir Joh? 


Sic 
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Sir Jol. No, that ſhall be; my Boy, thou ſhalt make ' 


kim one, and I'll pimp for thee, dear Heart; and ſhan't 
I hold the Door, ſhan't I peep? hah, ſhan't I, RE 
vil, you little Dog, fhan't I ? —— 

Beau. What is't I'd not grant, to oblige my Patron ? 

Sir Fel. And then (doſt thou hear?) I have a Lodging 
for thee in my own Houſe (doſt hear?) od Soul, in my 
own Houſe ; ſhe lives the very next Door, Man, there's 
but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine ; and then 
for a peep Hole, odds fiſh I have a Peep Hole for thee 
*bud I'Il ſhew thee, I'll ſhew thee 

Beau. But when Sir Fol? I am in hafte, impatient. 

Sir Jol. Why this very Night, Man: poor Oy 
in haſte, poor Rogue; but hear you =— - 

Cour, The Matter ? 

Sir 7o/. Shan't we dine together ? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Jol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, 
and beſpeak Dinner at the Blue Pots ; while I ſtay be- 
hind and gather up a Diſh of Whores for a Deſart. 

Cour. Be ſure that they be lewd, drunken, ſtripping 
Whores, Sir Fo/ly, that won't be affectedly ſqueamiſh 
and troubleſome. 

Sir Fol. I warrant you. 

Cour, I love a well diſciplin'd Whore, that ſhews all 
the Tricks of her Profeſſion with a Wink, like an old 


Soldier that underſtands all his Exerciſe by beat of 


Drum. 

Sir Fol. Ay, Thief! ſayſt thou ſo ? I muſt be better 
acquainted with that Fellow ; he has a notable Noſe, a 
hard brawny Carle — true and truſty, and Metal I'll 
warrant him. 

Beau, Well, Sir Folly, you'll not fail us ? 

Sir Jol. Fail ye! am I a Knight? hark ye Boys: ll 
muſter this Evening ſuch a Regiment of rampant, roar- 


ing, 


as ens a DB. am ©. a 


bF 
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ing, boiſterous Whores, that ſhall make more Noiſe than 
if all the Cats in the Hay- Market were in Conjunction; 
Whores, ye Rogues, that ſhall ſwear with you, drink 
with you, talk baudy with you, fight with you, ſcratch 
with you, lie with you, and go to the Devil with you. 
Shan't we be merry, hah ? 

Cour. As merry as Wine, Women, and Wickednefs 
can make us. 

Sir Jol. Odd, that's well ſaid again, very well faid; 
as merry as Wine, Women, and Wickedneſs can make 
us: I love a Fellow that is very wicked dearly ; me- 
thinks there's a Spirit in him, there's a fort of tantara 
rara ; tantara rara, ah, ah, hah ; well, and won't ye, 
when the Women come, won't ye? and ſhall I not fee a 
little Sport amongft you ? well, get ye gone ; ah Rogues, 
ah Rogues, da, da, I'll be with you, da, da 

[Ex. Beau, and Cour. 


Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies, 


1 Bul. In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe 
in their Copper trim, yonder ? 

1 Whore. Well, II fwear, Madam, *tis the fineſt E- 
vening : I love the Mall mightily. 

2 Bul. Let's huzza the Bulkers, 


2 Where. Really, and ſo do I; becauſe there's always 
good Company, and one meets with ſuch Civilities from 
every Body. 

3 Bul. Damn'd Whores, hout you filthies. 

3 Where. Ay, and then I love extremely to ſhew my 
{elf here, when I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils 
that call themſelves Virtues, and are very ſcandalous and 
crapiſh, I'll ſwear, O crimine ! who's yonder ? Sir Folh 
Jumble, I vow. | 
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1 Bul. Fogh! let's leave the naſty Sows te. Fools and 
Difeaſes. | * 

1 Whore. Oh Papa, Papa! where have you been theſe 
two Days, Papa? 


2 Where. You are a precious Father indeed, to take 


no more care of your Children; we might be dead for & 


all you, you naughty Dady, you. 


Sir Fol. Dead, my poor Fubeſs ! I had rather all the | 


Relations I have were dead, a Dad I had : Get you gene 


you little Devil's Bubbies ; oh Law, there's Bubbies ! | 


odd I'll bite em, odd I will, | 
1 1 hore. Nay, fy, Papa; I ſwear you'll make me 
angry, except you carry us, and treat us to-night ; you 


have promis'd me a Treat this Week, won't you Papa ? | 


2 Where. Ay, won't you, Dad ? 


Sir Fol. Odds fo, odds ſo, well remember'd ! get you | 


gone, don't ſtay talking; get you gone, yonder's à great 
Lord, the Lord Beaugard, and his Couſin the Baron, 
the Count, the Marquis, the Lora knows what, Mon- 
fieur Corrtine newly come to Town, odds ſo. 

3 Whore, Oh Law! where Dady ? where? Oh dear, 
a Lord! 

..1 bore. Well, you are the pureſt Papa; but where 
be dey, mun Papa? 


Sir Jol. I won't tell yoa, you Gipſies, ſo I wont — | 


except you iickle me — 'sbud they ate brave Fellows, 
all tall, and not a Bit ſmall ; odd one of em has a de- 
viliſh deal cf Money. | 

1 V hore. Oh dear ! but which is he, Papa? 

2 Whore. Shan't I be in love with him, Dady ? 

Sir Jol. What, no body tickle me? no body tickle me 
not yet, tickle me a little Mali) — tickle me a little 
Jenm — do. He, he, he, he, he, he — [They rickle him 
No more, oh dear, oh dear! poor Rogues, ſo, fo, no 
more: nay, if you do, if you do, odd I'll, I', PH — 
* 3 Whore, What will you do trow ? q 

1 


ſo 
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4 Sir Fol. Come along with me, come along with me, 
ſneak after me at a diſtance, that no body. take notice 
ſwinging Fellows Maly —ſwinging Fellows Fenny, a 
deviliſh deal of Money: Get you afore then, you 

ke little Dippappers, ye Waſps, ye Wagtails, get you 

or Lone; I fay ſwinging Fellows —— - _ 
| [Ex. Sir Jolly with the N Peres. 
the | 

26 Enter Lady Dance and Sylvia. 

11. Dunce. Die a Maid, Sylvia? fie for ſhame! what 
a ſcandalous Reſolution's that ! five Thouſand Pounds to 

— your Portion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the inno- 


W cent Recreation hereafter of leading Apes in Hall ? hang 
Pat WY for ſhame ! 
you Hl. Indeed, ſuch another charming Animal as your 
W Conſort, Sir David, might do much with me; tis an 
unſpeakable Bleſſing to lie all Night by a Horſe-load of, 
ion. Diſeaſes; a beaſtly, unſavory, old, groaning, grunting, 
wheazing wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going 
dear, to already. From ſuch a Curſe, and Hair Cloth next 
my Skin, good Heaven deliver me. 
cher? L. Dunce. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Huſband,- Syt- 
wia; they are not meant for Bedfellows : Heretofore 
indeed 'twas a fulſome Faſhion, to Jie o'Nights with: 
lows, lt * N but the World's improv'd, and Cuſton's 
alter 


S. Pray inſtrut me then what the Uſe of a Huſ- 
band is. 

L. Dunce. Inſtead of a Gentleman Uſher, for game 
ny's ſake, to be in waiting on ſet Days and particular 
Occaſions ; but the Friend, Couſin, is the Jewel anVae: 
luable. 

$;1. But, Sir Dawid, Madam, will be difficult to be 
lo . I am miſtaken if his Nature is not too 
jealous to be blinded, | 


#. Dunce, 
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L. Dunce. So much the better; of all, the jealous Fool 
is eaſieſt to be deceiv'd : For oblerve, where there's Jea. 
louſy, there's always Fondneſs; which if a Woman, as 
ſhe ought to do, will make the right uſe of, the Husband's 
Fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one fide, as his Dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. 4A 

H.. Is your Piece of Mortality ſuch a doting Doodle? 
is he ſo very fond of you ? f 

L. Dunce. No, but he has the Vanity to think that 
T am very fond of him; and if he be jealous, tis not 
ſo much for fear I do abuſe, as that in time I may, and 
therefore impoſes this Confinement on me; tho? he has 
other Divertiſements that take him off from my Enjoy- 
ment, which make him ſo loathſome, no Woman but 
muſt hate him. | 

Sy. His private Divertiſements I am a ſtranger to. 

L. Dunce. Then for his Perſon, 'tis incomparably odi. 
ous ; he has ſach a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough t 
to cure the Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than 4/2 | 

Jane. 

$y/. Oh hideous! 

L. Dunce. Every thing that's naſty, he affects; clean 
Linen, he fays, is unwholſome ; and, to make him more 
charming, he's continually eating of Garlick, and chew- 
ing Tobacco. ove 

$yl. Fogh! this is Love! this is the Bleſſing of 
Matrimony | 

I. Dunce. Rail not fo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sy/- Y 
via. As I have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee 
the Paſſion I have for Beazgard; ſo, methinks, Sylvia WF! 
need not conceal her good Thoughts of her Friend. Do "+ 
not I know Courtine ſtick in thy Stomach ? | 
Sl. If he does, I'll aſſure you he ſhall never get to my | 
Heart. But can you have the Conſcience to love another ope 
Man now you are married? What do you think will H. 


become of 
0 L. Dance, 
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L. Dunce, I tell thee, | Sui, I was never marry'd to 
that Engine we: have been talking of, My Parents indeed 
made me ſay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, but my 
Heart went not along with my Tongue; I minded not 
e what it was; for my T houghts, Sykvia, for theſe ſeven 

V Years have been much better imploy'd — Beaugard / 
> MF Ah curſe on the Day that firſt ſent ham into France 
| Sv. Why fo, I beſeech you? \ 
| L. Dunce. Had he ſtay'd here, I had not been facrificedts 
the Arms of this Monument of Man; forthe Bed of Death 
could not be more cold, than his has been: he would have 
deliver d me from the Monſter, for even then I lov'd him, 
and was apt to think my Kindrels not neglected. 

Sy/v. I nnd indeed your Lady ſhip has good Thoughts 
of hum. 

L. Dunce. Surely tis impoſſible to think too well of him: 
for he has Wit enough to call his Good-nature in queſtion; 
and yet Good-nature enough to make his Wit ſuſpected. 

Sz/v. But how do you hope ever to get fight of him? 
dir David's Watchfulneſs is invincible. I dare ſwear 

he would {ſmell out a Rival, if he were in the Houle, on- 

jean by natural Inſtind, as ſome that always ſweat when 

more . Cat's in the Room, Then again, Beaugard's a Sol- 

hew- ier; and that's a thing the old Gentleman, you know, 
oves dearly. 

L. Dunce. There lies the greateſt Comfort of my un- 

aly Life ; he is one of thoſe Fools, forſooth, that are led 


1 


ng of 


„SI. i) the Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt the King and 
\ thee e Government, and is mightily fond of being thought 
i fa Party. I have had hopes this Twelve-month to 
| Do dare heard of his being in the Gatehouſe for Treaſon. 


Sv. But I find only yourſelf the Priſoner all this while. 
0 wy L. Dunce. At preſent indeed I am ſo; but Fortune I 
other Nope will ſmile, wouldſt thou but be my Friend, Sylvia. 
- wil MW “v., In any miſchievous Deſign, with all my Heart. 


U unct. B . Dance. 
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L. Dance. The Concluſion, Madam, may turn to your © 


Satisfaction; but you have no Thoughts of Courtine ? 
Sylv. Not I, I'Il aſſure you, Couſin. 


L. Lunc:. You don't think him well-ſhap'd, ſtraight, | 


and proportionable ? | 


Syiv. Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the Man 3 


is well enough. 


L. Dunce. And then he wears his Clothes, you know, 4 


filthily, and like a horrid Sloven. 


Su. Filthy enough of all Conſcience, with a thread- I 
bare red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, 
over which a great broad greaſy Buff Belt, enough to turn 


any one's Stomach, but a disbanded Soldier ; a Peruque | : 


ty'd up ina Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing ; and 


then, becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt wear 
two Truffles of a Beard, forſooth, to lodge a Dung- hill of 
Snuff upon, to keep his Noſe in good humour. 
L. Dance Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 
Sylv. So far from it, that I proteſt eternally againſt the 
whole Sex. 


L. Dance. That, Time will beſt demonſtrate; in the 


mean while to our Buſineſs. 

Sy. As how, Madam? 

L. Dunce, To-night muſt I ſee Beaugard: they are 
this Minute at Dinner in the Hay Market; new to make 


my evil Genius, that haunts me every where, my thing. 


cal.'d a Husband, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a 
dead lift, I think would not be unpleaſant. 

Sy/v. But "twill be impoſſible. 

L. Dunce. 1 am apt to be perſuaded rather very eaſy ; 
you know our good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Jolly. 

Slo. Out on him, Beaſt ! he's always talking filthily] 
to a body ; if he fits bat at the Table with one, he'll be 
making naſty Figures in the Napkins, | 

L. Dunce, He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow are the mol 
intimate Friends in the World; ſo that partly out of neigt. 

bour| 
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bourly Kindneſs, as well as the great Delight he takes to 
be meddling with Matters of this nature, with a great deal 
of Pains and Induſtry he has procur'd me Beauzard's 
PiQure, and given him to underſtand how well a Friend 
of his in Petticoats, call'd myſelf, wiſhes him. 

Sv. But what's all this to the making the Husband 
—— ? forI muſt confeſs, of all Creatures a Huſ- 
band's the thing that's odious to me. 

L. Dunce. That muſt be done this Night: I'll inflant- 
ly to my Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and ſend for 
Sir Dawid. 

Sylv. But which way then muſt the Lover come? 

L. Dunce. Nay, I'il betray Beaugard to him, ſhew 
him the Picture he ſent me, and beg of him as he 
t.nders his own Honour and my Quiet, to take ſome 
courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous Sollicitations of 
that innocent Fellow. 

. che Sylv. And ſo make him the Property, the Ge between, 
to bring the Affair to an Iſſue the more decently. 

kd L. Dunce, Right, Sy{via, tis the beſt Office a Hufſ.- 
u ene band can do to a Wife; I mean an old Husband. Bleſs us! 
to be yok'd inWedlock with a 1 » coughing, decre- 

pid Dotrel ! to be a dry Nurſe all one's life-tyme to an old 
Child of ſixty five ! to lie by the Image of Death a whole 
Night, a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but 


thro' its Pains ! the Pigeon's as happy that's laid to a ſick 
at 2 Man's Feet, when the World has given him over. For 


my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer : 

FR Curſt be the Memory, nay doubly curſt, 
eaſy i o/ ber that edded Age for Ire frft ; 
The" worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes full, 
"Tis all Day troubleſome, and ail Night dull. 
Who awed with Fools, indeed, lead hates Lives, 
Fools are the fittefl, fineſt things for Wiwes ; 
Yet old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
Aud both make Youth and Wit much better pliaſß. Exe. 


B 2 | ACT 
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ACTH Sener 


Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courtine, and F ourbin, 


COURTINE. 
IR Jolly is the Glory of the Age. 


too far. 


d and the Wonder of the old. 
es ir Pol I ſwear, Gentlemen, you make me bluſh, 


Cour. He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of | 


the Kingdom. 

Sir Jol. Out upon't, fy for ſhame ! I proteſt Þll leare 
your Company if you talk ſo; but faith they were 
Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets, — ah ! ndds bud, | 
they'd — have ftript for t'other Bottle, 

Beau. Truly, Sir Folly, you are a Man of very extra- 
ordinary Diſcipline ; I never ſaw Whores under better 
command in my Life. 

Sir Fol. Piſh, that's nothing, Man, nothing; L can ſend 


for forty better when I pleaſe ; Doxies that will ſkip, trip, 


leap, trip, and doany thing in the World, any thing,oldSoul. 

Cour. Dear, dear Sir , where and when ? 

Sir Jol. Odd, as ſimple as I ſtand here, her Father was 
a Knight. 

Beau. Indeed, Sir Joy a Knight fay you? 

Sir Jol. Ay, but alittle decay'd ; I'll aſſure you ſhe's 
a very good Gentlewoman born. 

"Cur, 


Sir Fol. Nay, now, Sir, you honour me 4 


Beau. He's the Delight of the young, | 1 
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Cour. Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too, 
Sir Fol. Ay, and ſo ſhe is. 
Beau. But, Sir Folly, how goes my Buſineſs forward ? 
when ſhall I have a view of the Quarry I am to fly at? 
Sir Fol, Alas-a- day, not fo haſtily ; ſoft and fair, I be- 
ſeech you. Ah, my little Son of Thunder, if thou hadſt 
her in thy Arms now, between a pair of Sheets, and I 
under the Bed to fee fair Play, Boy; Gemini! what 
l MF would become of me? what would become of me? there 
| - MF would be Doings ! oh Lawd, I under the Bed 
a Beau. Or behind the Hangings, Sir Jolh, would not 
that do as well? | 
r me WF Sir Jol. Oh no, under the Bed againſt the World, and 
then it would be very dark, hah ! 
ung. Beau. Dark to chuſe. a 
4 Sir 7o/. No, but a little Light would do well, a ſmall 
m. alimmering Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a Peep by; 
e of oh lamentable ! oh lamentable ! I won't ſpeak a Word 
more; there would be a Trick! O rate! you Friend, 


leave 10 rare! Odds fo, not a Word more, odds ſo ; yonder 
were comes the Monſter that muſt be the Cuckold elect; ſtep, 
' bud, I ſtep aſide, and obſerve him: If I ſhould be ſeen in your 


Company, 'twould ſpoil all. 

Beau. For my part, I'll ſtand the meeting of him; one 
way to promote a good Underſtanding with the Wife, is 
firlt to get acquainted with her Husband. 


Enter Sir David. 


Sir Day, Well, of all Bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife is the 

preateſt that can light upon a Man of Years: Had I been 
arried to any thing but an Angel now, what a Beaſt had I 
been by this time? Well, I am the happieſt old Fool! 
"Tis a horrid Age that we live in, fo that an honeſt Man 
an keep nothing to himſelf. If you have a good Eſtate, 
very covetous Rogue is longing for't (truly I love a good 
Eſtate 


"Cur, B 3 
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Eftate dearly myſelf) if you have a handſome Wife, every 
{mootli-fac'd Coxcomb will be coming and cocking at 
her; Fleſh-flics are not ſo troubleſome to the Shambles, as 
thoſe ſort of Inſects are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe. © 
But Virtue is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Treaſure, To 
tell me herſelf, that a Villain had tempted her, and give 
me the very Picture, the Inchantment that he ſent to be- 
witch her, it ſtrikes me dumb with Admiration ! Here's 
the Villain in Effigie. [Pulli out the Picture] Odd, a very 
handſom Fellow, a dangerous Rogue, I'll warrant him: 
Such Fellows as theſe now ſhou'd be fetter'd like unruly 
Colts, that they may not leap into other Mens Paſtures, 
Here's a Noſe now, I could find in my Heart to cut it off; 
damn'd Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of 
a Knight ! Bleſs us ! what will this World come to ? 
Well, poor Sir David, down, down upon thy Knees, and | 
thank the Stars for thy Deliverance, 

Beau. Sdeath! what's that I fee? ſure tis the very 
Picture which I ſent by Sir Folly ; if fo, by this Light 
I am damn«bly jilted. Ad.. 

Sir Dad. But now if 

Beau. Surely he does not ſee us yet? | 

Four. See you, Sir? why he has but one Eye, and 
we are on his blind fide ; I'll dumb- found him. 

[Strikes him on the Shoulder. 

Sir Dav. Who the Devil's this, Sir? Sir, Sir, Sir, who 
are you Sir ? 

Beau. Ay, ay, tis the ſame ; now a pox of all amorous 
Adventures: Sdeath, I'll go beat the impertinent Pimp 
that drew me into this Fooling 

Sir Dav, Sir, methinks you're very curious. 

Beau. Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary Reaſon to 
be io, 

Sir Dav. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, not Bl 
Reaſon neither hit 
your Re 

Beau. Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Ho 
nour to ſpeak with you, Si! 
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Sir Dav. With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with me ? 

Beau. I would not willingly be troubleſome, tho' it 
may be I am ſo at this time. 

Sir Daw. It may be ſo too, Sir. 

Beau. But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you 
are, would be ſo great an Honour, ſo extraordinary a 
Happineſs, that I could not avoid taking this Opportu- 
nity of tendering you my Service. 

Sir Dav. Smooth Rogue ! who the Devil is this Fellow ? 
Aide] But Sir, you were pleaſed to nominate Buſineſs: 
Sir, I defire with what ſpeed you can to know your Bu- 
ſinefs, Sir, that I may go about my Buſineſs, 

Beau. Sir, if I might with good Manners, I ſhould be 
glad to inform myſelf, whoſe PiQture that is, which you 
have in your Hand; methinks it is a very fine Painting. 

Sir Da. Picture, Friend, Picture]! Sir, tis a Reſem- 
blance of a very impudent Fellow, they call him Cap- 


| tain Beaugard, forſooth; but he is in ſhort a Rake-hell, a 


poor, louſy, beggarly, diſbanded Devil; do you know 
Beau. I think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabend: The 
Truth on't is, ke is a very impudent Fellow. 
Sir. Dav. Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 
Beau. Oh, a notorious Scoundrel. 
Sir Dav. I expect to hear he's hang*d by the next Seſſion; 
Beau. The Truth on't is, he has deſerv'd it long ago; 
but did you ever fee him, Sir Davis? 
Sir Daw. Sir, —— does he know me? [H/iae. 
Beau. Becauſe I fancy that Minature is very much like 
him. Pray Sir, whence had it you 
Sir Dav. Had it, Friend ! had it! whence had it!!“ 
[Compares the Picture with Beaugard' Face. 
Bleſs us ! what have I done now ? this is the very Traitor 
himſelf ; if he ſhou'd be deſperate now, and put his Sword 
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in my Guts! — ſlitting my Noſe will be as bad as that 
I have but one Eye left. neither, and may be Oh, but 
this is the King's Court: odd, that's well remember'd, he 
dares not but be civil here; I'll try to out-huff him, 3 
Aide] Whence had it you? 1 

Beau. Ay, Sir, whence had it you ? that's Egli ig 
my Country, Sir. -R 

Sir Daw, Go, Sir, you are a | Raſcal. 

Beau, How | YA 

Sir Daw. Sir, I fay you are a Raſcal, if you go to that. — 2 

Beau. Sir, I am a Gentleman and a Soldier. A 

Sir Daw. So much the worſe, Soldiers have been Cuc- 
ko!d-malcers-from the beginning; Sir, I care not what | 
you are; for aught I know you may be a -- Come Sir, | 
did I never ſee you? anſwer me to that; Did I never ſee 
you? for aught I know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 
more in the laſt Army beſides you. | 

Beau. Of your Acquaintance, and be hang'd, 

Sir Daw. Yes, to my Knowledge, there were ſeveral at 
Hounſlow- Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd | 
Brandy; I knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar 
with one of them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy'd him 
a Woman, but the Devil is powerful. 

Bean. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that 
Picture is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an 
Opportunity to kick your Worſhip moſt inhumanly. . 

Sir Da. Kick, Str? _ 8 

Beau. Ay, Sir, kick ; tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Dav. Sir, I am a free born Subject of England, 
and there are Laws, look you, there are Laws; ſo I ſay 
you are a Raſcal again, and now how will you help your 
ſelf? poor Fool! | 

Beau. Hark you Friend, have you not a Wife ? 
Sir Dav, I have a Lady, Sir——oh, and ſhe's migh- x 
tily taken with this Picture of your's ; ſhe was ſo migh- 
tily proud of it, ſhe could not forbear ſhewing it me, and 
telling too who it was ſent it her. Beau. 
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Beau. And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe practiſed 
the Trade for any Time? 

Sir Dav. Trade! humph, what Trade > what Trade, 
Friend? 

Beau, Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Cat- 
terwauling in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when 
ſhe's a Turk under Deck. A Curſe upon all honeſt Wo- 
men in the Fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Dav. Poor Devil, how he rails! ha, ha, ha, Look 
you, ſweet Soul, as I told you before, there are Laws, 
there are Laws, but thoſe are Things not worthy your 
Conſideration : Beauty is your Buſineſs. But, dear Vaga- 
bond, trouble thy {elf no farther about my Spouſe ; let 
my Doxy reſt in Peace; ſhe's Meat for thy Maſter, old 
Boy ; I have my Belly full of her every Night. - 

Beau. Sir, I wiſh all your noble Family hang'd, from 
the bottom of my Heart. 

Sir Dav. Moreover, Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you, my 
Wife is an honeſt Woman, of a virtuous Diſpoſition, one 
that J have lov'd from her Infancy ; and ſhe deſerves it by 
her faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſco- 
ver'd loyally to me the treacherous * laid againſt 
her Chaſtity and Honour, 

Bean. By this Light the Beaſt weeps ! [ 4/de. 

Sir Daw. Truly I cannot but weep for Toy, to think 
how happy I am in a fincere, faithful, and loving Yoke- 
fellow. She charg'd me too to tell you into the Bargain, 
that ſhe is ſufficiently ſatisfied of the moſt ſecret Wiſhes 
of your Heart: | 

Beau. I am glad on't. 

Sir Dav. And that 'tis her Deſire, that you would 
trouble your {elf no more about the Matter. 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Dav. But henceforward behave yourſelf with ſuck 
Diſcretion as becomes a Gentleman. RA 

Bean. Oh to be ſure, moſt exactly, 

Sir 
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Sir Dav. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of 
thoſe innocent Freedoms I allow her, without putting her | g 
Neputation in Hazard. , 

Beau. As how, I beſeech mos 

Sir Dav, By your impertinent and unſeaſonable Addreſs. 

Beau. And this News you bring me by a —_—_ 
Commiſſion from your ſweet Lady ? 

Sir Daw, Yea, Friend, I do; * ſhe hopes you'll be | 
ſenſible, dear Heart, of her good Meaning by it: Theſe 1 
were her very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, ſor 
Plain-dealing is my Miſtreſs's Friend. | 

Beau, Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve | 1 
month light on her, and as many more on the next Fool 
that gives Credit to the Sex. 

Sir Dav. Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad bow 3 
melancholy the Monkey ftands now ! Poor Pug, ha 3 
thou loft her ? : d 

Beau. To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to — me to ſuch a 
Beaſt as that! Can ſhe have any good Thoughts of ſuch 
a Swine? Damn her, had ſhe abuſed me handſomly, it 
had never vex'd me. 

Sir Dav. Now, Sir, with your Permiſſion I'll take * 
Leave. 

Beau. Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I odd 2 
think you very well diſpoſed of. 

Sir Dav. If you have any Leiter, or other W 
dation to the Lady that was ſo charm'd with your Reſem- 
blance there, it ſhall be very faithfully convey'd b; 

Beau. Fool! | 

Sir Dav. Your humble Servant, Sir, I'm gone, I ſhall 
diſturb you no farther ; your moſt humble Servant. [Ex. 

Beau. Now Poverty, Plague, Pox, and Priſon fall 

thick upon the Head of thee, Fourbin. 
Four. Sir! 

Beau. Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy 

Time. 
Feu, 
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Four. I hope I have loſt nothing in your Honour 


Service, Sir. 

Beau. Find out ſome way to revenge me on this old 
Raſcal, and if I do not make thee a Gentleman —_— 

Fur. That you have been pleaſed to do long ago, I 
thank you, for I am ſure you have not left me one Shil- 
ling in my PgRket theſe two Months, 

Beau. Here, here's for thee to revet withal. 

Four. Wilt your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut? 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Four. Or would you have him decently hang'd at his 
own Door, and then give out to the World he did it 
himſelf? 

Beau. That would do very well. 

Fur. Or I think (to proceed with more Safety) a 
good ſtale Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. 

Beau. Excellent, excellent, Foarbin. 

Four, Leave Matters to my Diſcretion, and if I de 
Ot — [ Exit. 

Beau. I know thou wilt; go, go about it, proſper and 
be famous. Now e're I dare venture to meet Courtine 
again, will I go by my ſelf, rail for an Hour or two, and 
then be good Company. [ Exit. 


Enter Courtine and Sylvia, 


Sykv. Take my Word, Sir, you had better give this Bu- 
fineſs over; I tell you there's nothing in the World turns 
my Stomach ſo much as the Man, that Man that makes 
love to me. I never ſaw one of yeur Sex in my Life 
make love, but he look'd fo like an Aſs all the while, 
that I blufh'd for him. | 

Cour. I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe 
dangerous Creatures they call She-wits, who are always 
fo mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that no- 
thing elſe is worth their Notice, | 

Sv. 
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FIR q' | . | * 

} ti Sylv. Oh! who can be ſo dull, not to be raviſh'd with Þ 
* that boiſterous Mien of yours? that ruffling Air in your 

10 Gate, that ſeems to cry where · e er you go, make room, 


1 here comes the Captain? That Face, the which bids De- 
5 fiance to the Weather? Bleſs us! if I were a poor Far- 
13 mer's Wife in the Country now, and you wanted Quar- 
ters, haw would it fright me! But as I at young, not 
very ugly, and one you never ſaw before, how lovingly 
it looks upon me ! 

Cour. Who can wha to ſigh, look pale and languiſh, 
where Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enflave 
a Heart ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh i 
Swim of your Body, the victorions Motion of your Arms i 
and Head, the Toſs of your Fan, the Glancing of the 
Eyes. Bleſs us! if I were a dainty fine-dreſt Coxcomb, Bl 
with a great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity in 

. abundance, and good for nothing, how would they melt 
and ſoften me! butas I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, 
not Fool enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to be 
your Prey, how glutingly they look upon me $3 

Sv. Alas, alas! what Pity tis your Honeſty mould . J 
ever do you Hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment! MX 

Cour. Juſt as much, fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould 4 
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1 make you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 
= §yl. The more J look, the more I'm in Love with you. 
1 7 Cour. The more 1 look, the more I am out of Love 
Wit: with you. 8 
§yl. How my Heart ſwells when I ſee you! | 
1 Cour. How my Stomach riſes when I' am near you 
3 Sil. Nay, then let's bargain, 
oa Cour. With all my Heart; what? | 
3% Syl. Not to fall. mn Love waek each other, I aſſure you | 
"hi Monſieur Captain. N 
oo Cour. But to hate one ati conſtantly and cordially, | 
= Sz]. Always when you are drunk, J deſire you to talk 
"8 . ſcandalouſly of me. 
„ "oY Cour, 
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Cour. Ay; and when J am ſober too; in return whereof, 
whene'er you ſee a Coquet of your Acquaintance, and 
I chance to be nam'd, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy Re- 
membrance, and rail at meas if you lov'd me. 

Syl. In the next Place, whene'er we meet at the Mall, 
J defire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make 
vgly Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. | 

Cour. Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next Turn- 
ing to pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another. 

Sy/. That I made Acquaintance withal at the Muſick 
Meeting. | 

Cour. Right, juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by 
your Side, with his Hat under his Arm. 

Hl. Hearkening to all the bitter things I can ſay to 
be reveng'd. 

Cour, Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin 
to oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it when he is 
out of his waiting. 

H.. Counterfeit your Letters from me. 

Cour. And you, to be even with me for the Scandal, 
publiſh to all the World I offered to marry you. 

Sz]. O hideous ! Marriage! 

Cour, Horrid, horrid Marriage 

Sy/. Name, name no more of it. 

Cour. At that fad Word let's part. 

Hl. Let's wiſh all Men decrepid, dull and filly. 

Cour. And every Woman old and ugly. | 

Sy]. Adieu 
Cour. Farewel! 


Entera young F. 2 affetedly dreſt, ſeveral others within, 
Sy. Ah me, Mr. Frist! 


Frick. Madamaiſelle Sylvia ! fincerely, as I hope to be 
ſav'd, the Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's that ? 
Hl. Ha, ha, ha, hea. Exit with Frisk. 
Cour. True to thy Failings always, Woman; how na- 
turally is the Sex fond of a Rogue ! What a Monſter was 
that 


. 
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that for aWoman to delight in] Now muit I love her ſtill, 
tho' I know I'm a Block head for't, and ſheꝰ l uſe me like a 
Blockhead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be done ? 
FI have 3 Whores a Day, to keep Love out of my Head. 


Enter Beaugard. 


Beaugard, well met again, how go Matters? handſomly > 

Beaugard, Oh, very handſomly; had you but ſeen how 
handſomly I was us'd juſt now, you would fwear ſo. I 
have heard thee rail in my Time, wou'd thou wouldſt 
exerciſe thy Talent a little at preſent. 1 

Cour. At what? | 

Beau. Why, canſt thou ever want a Subject? rail at 
thy ſelf, rail at me, I deferve to be rail'd at. See there, 
what thinkeſt thou of that Engine, that moving Lump | 
of Filthineſs miſcall'd a Man? 


A clumſy Fellow marches over the Stage dreft like an Officar, | 


Cour. Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him, 


Beau, $a. | 
Cour. The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, | 


and now he is an Officer, and be hang'd: Tis a dainty Sight 
in a Morning to ſee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 
his Legs after him, at the Head of a hundred luſty Fellows. 
Some honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, becauſe that 
Dog had Money to bribe ſome corrupt-Calonel withal. 


Enter another gravely dreft, 
Beau. There, there's another of my Acquaintance ; he 


was my Father's Footman not long ſince, and has pimp'd Þ 
for me oftner than he has pray'd' for himſelf ; that good 
Quality recommended him to a Nobleman's Service, which, 
together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying, and in- 
forming, has rais'd him to an Employment of To and] 
| e pu- 
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Reputation, the the Rogue can't write his Name, nor 
read his Neck - Verſe, if he had Occaſion. 

Cour, "Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Ser/e 
ſhould be prefer'd, as to think a Hector can be ſtout, 
a Prieſt Religious, a fair Woman Chaſte, or a n'd 
Rebel loyal. 


Enter iauo more ſeeming earneff in Diſcourſe, 


Beau. That's ſeaſonably thought on: Look there, ob- 
ſerve but that Fellow on the right Hand, the Rogue 
with the buſieſt Face of the two; I'll tell thee his Hiſtory, 

Cour, I hope hanging will be the End of his Hiſtory, 
ſo well I like him at the firſt Sight. 

Beau, He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd 
him; his Father was as obſcure as his Mother publick ; 
every body knew her, and nobody could gueſs at him. 

Cour. He comes of a very good Family, Heaven be 
praiſed. 

Beau, The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by was Rebellion; 
ſo a Rebel he grew, and flouriſh'd a Rebel, fought 
againſt his King, and help'd to bring him to the Block. 

Cour, And was he not Religious too ? 

Beau. Moſt devontly ! He could Pray till he cry'd, 


and Preach till he foam'd, which excellent Talent made 


him popular, and at laſt prefer'd him to be a worthy 
Member of that never to be forgotten Rump Parliament, 

Cour. Pray Sir, be uncover'd at that, and. remember 
it with Reverence, 

Beau. In ſhort, he was a Committe-man, Sequeſtra- 
tor, and Perſecutor General of a whole Country, by 
which he got enough at the King's Return. to ſecure 
kimſelf in the general Pardon. 


Cour, Nauſeous Vermin ! that ſuch a Swine, with the 


mark of Rebellion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in. 
his Luxury, whilſt honeſt Men are forgotten, 


Beau, 
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Beau. Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus ha 
Py, the ungrateful Slave diſowns the Hand that heal'd 
him, cheriſhes Faction to affront his Maſter, and once 
more would rebel againſt the Head, which ſo lately ' 
ſav'd his from a Pole. ; 

Cour. What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword 
he wears ! i 

Beau. "Tis to keep his Cowardice in Countenance, the 
Raſcal will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that: 
I know five or ſix more of the ſame Stamp, that never 
come abroad without terrible long Spits by their ſides, 
with which they will let you bore their own Noſes, it 
you pleaſe : But let the Villain be forgotten. it, 

Cour. His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of; he's 
a tatter d Worm-eaten Caſe- puiter; ſome call him Law- 
yer, one that takes it very ill he is not made a Judge. 

Beau. Ves, and is always repining that Men of Parts 4 
are not regarded. 4 

Ccur. He has been a great Noiſe- maker in faQtious 'Y 
Clubs theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is court- 
ing that worſhipfal Raſcal, to make him Recorder of 3 
ſome faRious "Town. | 

Beau. Jo teach Tallow-chandlers and Cheeſe- mon- 
gers how far they may rebel againſt their King, by vir- 
tue of Magna Charta, 

Cour, But, Friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very 
ſplenetick of a ſudden : How goes the Affair of Love 
forward? proſperouſty, hah ! | 

Beau. Oh, I aflure you, moſt triumphantly ; juſt now, 
you muſt know, I parted with the ſweet, civil, inchan- 
ted Lady's Husband. | 

Cour. Well, and what ſays the Cuckold? is he very 
kind and good natur'd, as Cuckolds us'd to be? f 

Beau. Why, he fays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am a 
very filly Fellow (and truly I am very apt to beleve him) 


and that I have been jilted in this Aflair molt unconſcio- 
nably. 


| 
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Sir Fol. Hift, hiſt, Capt. Cape, Capt. Boy. 


hap- 1 nably. A Plague on all Pimps, I fay ; a Man's Buſineſs 
eal'd never thrives ſo well as when he is his own Sollicitor. 
once i | 

ately : Enter Sir Jolly and a By. 

word ö 


Bay. Sir. $ 

Sir Jol. Run and get two Chairs preſently ; be ſure 
you get two Chairs, Sirrah, do ye hear? Here's Luck, 
here's Luck ; now or never, Captain; never if not now, 
Captain ; here's Luck, 

Beau. Sir Folly, no more Adventures, ſweet Sir Jol- 
Y. I am like to have a very fine time on't, truly. 

Sir Fel. The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the very 
beſt in the World: "bud ſhe's here hard by, Man, flays 
on purpoſe for thee finely diſguis d. The Cuckold has 
loit her too ; and no body knows any thing of the Mat- 
ter but I, no Body but I; and I, you muit know, I am 
T, hah! and I, you little Toad, hah ! 

Beau. You are a very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Fel. The beſt natur'd Fellow I believe in the World 
of my Years. Now does my Heart ſo thump for fear this 
Buſineſs ſhould miſcarry. Why, I'll warrant thee the 
Lady is here, Man, ſhe's all thy own ; tis thy own 
Fault, if thou art not in Terra incognita within this half 
Hour. Come along, prithee come along; fie for ſhame ! 
what, make a Lady loſe her longing? Come along, 1 
ſay, you out upon't. 

Beau. Sir, your humble; I ſhan't flir. 

Sir Fol. What ! not go? 

Beau. No, Sir ; no Lady for me. 

Sir Fel. Not go! I ſhould laugh at that, 
Beau, No, 1 will aſſure you, not go, Sir. 
Sir Fol. Away you Wag, you jeſt; you jeſt, you 

Wag not go, quotha ? 

Beau. No, Sir, not go, I tell you; what the Devil 
would you have more ? Sir 


Faith. 
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Sir Jel. Nothing, nothing, Sir, but I'm a Gentleman. 

Beau. With all my Heart. 

Sir Fol. And do you think then that I'll be as*d thus ? 

Beau. Sir! 

Sir Jol. Take away my Reputation, and take away 
my Life. I ſhall be diſgrac'd for ever. 

Beau. I have not wrong'd you, Sir Folly. 

Sir Jol. Not wrong'd me ! but you ſhall find you have 
wrong'd me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine La- 
dy-——[I ſhall never be truſted again! never have Em- 
ployment more! I ſhall die of the Spleen. —»—Prithee 
now be good-natur'd, prithee be perſuaded ; odd, I'll 
give thee this Ring, I'll give thee this Watch, tis Gold; 
Fll give thee any thing in the World, go. 

Beau. Not one Foot, Sir. 

Sir Jol. Now that I durſt but Murder him— Well, 
ſhall I fetch her to thee ? What ſhall I do for thee ? 


Enter Lady Duncc. 


Odds fiſh, here ſhe comes herſelf: Now you ill-natured | 
Churl, now you Devil, look upon her; do but look | 


upon her : what ſhall I fay to her ? 

Beau. Ev'n what you pleaſe, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol. Tis a very ſtrange Monſter thi. Madam, this 
is the Gentleman, that's he, tho' (as one may ſay) he's 
ſomething baſhful, (but T'il tell him who you are) [Gorg 
fo Beaugard] If thou art not more cruel than Leopards, 
Lions, Tigers, Wolves, or Tartars ; don't break my 
Heart, don't kill me; this Unkindneſs of thine goes to the 
Soul of me. [Goes to the Lady] Madam, he ſays he's fo 


amaz'd at your triumphant Beauty, that he dares not ap- 


proach the Excellence that ſhines from you. 
L. Dunce. What can be the meaning of this? 
Sir Jol. Art thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs ? 
canſt thou be inſenſible? haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a 
Heart ? 
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Heart? haſt thou any thing thou ſhouldſt have? Odd 
I'll tickle thee ; get you to her, you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha, 

L. Dunce, Have you forgot me, Beaugard ? 

Sir Jol. So now, to her again; I ſay, to her, to her, and 
be hang'd, Ah Rogue / ah Rogue! now, now, have at her, 
now have at her; there it goes, there it goes, — Hey 
Boys!— 

L. Dunce. Methinks this Face ſhould not be ſo much 


alter'd, as to be nothing like what I once thought it, 


the Object of your Pleaſure, and Subject of your Praiſes, 

Sir Fol. Cunning Toad! wheedling Jade! you ſhall 
ſee now how by Degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl- 
pool of Love ; now he leers upon her, now he leers 
upon her. O law! there's Eyes! there's Eyes! I muſt 
pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 

Beau. Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember that I 
had once-an Acquaintance with a Face, whofe Air and 
Beauty much reſembled yours; and if I may truſt my 
Heart, you are called C/arinda. 

L. Dunce. Clarinda 1 was called, till my ill Fortune 
wedded me ; now you may have heard of me by another 
Title : Your Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing 
a Secret to you. 

Beau. And are you then that kind inchanted fair one, 
who was ſo paſſionately in love with my Picture, that 
you could not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt your 
Husband, and wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman that 
languiſhed for you, only to make your Monſter merry ? 
Hark you, Madam, had your Fool been worth it, I 
had beaten him, and have a Months mind to be exerci- 
ſing. my. Parts that way upon your Go-between, your 
Male-band there. 

Sir Fol. Ah Lard! ah Lord! all's ſpoiled again, all's 
ruin'd, I ſhall be undone for ever! Why, what the De- 


vil 
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vil is the Matter now? what have I done? what Sins ; 

have I committed? [Afide. | 
L. Dance. And are you the paſſionate adorer of our 

Sex, who cannot live a Week in London without Loving ? 

Are you the Spar# that ſends your Picture up and down 
to longing Ladies, longing for a Pattern of your Pen? 
Beau, Yes, Madam, when I receive ſo good IX | a 

as theſe are [Shexwws the Gold] that it ſhall be well us'd. 

Cou'd you find no body but me to play the Fool withal ? | ' FT 
Sir Jol. Alack-aday 0 
L. Dunce. Cou'd you pitch upon nobody but that abba | = 2 

Woman, that has lov'd you too well, to abuſe thus? U 
Sir Jol. That ever I was born! If 
Beau. Here, here, Madam, I'II return you your Dirt. 

I fcorn your Wages, as I do your Service. 

L. Dunce. Fie for ſhame ! what, refund ? that is not | 

like a Soldier to refund: Keep, keep it, to pay your 

Semftreſs withal. . TY 
Sir Jol. His Semffreſi“ who the Devil is his SemPre/s 7 ha 

Odd, what would I give to know that now? [ 4fde, de 
L. Dunce. There was a Ring too which I ſent you ; ha 

this Afternoon; if that fit not your Finger, you may dil- Wpre 


poſe of it ſome other Way, where it may give no occa- Ino 
fion of Scandal, and you'il do well, g 
Beau. A Ring, Madam 


L. Dunce. A ſmall Trifle; 1 ſuppoſe Sir David deli- & « 
ver'd it to you, when he return'd you your Miniature. 1 
Beau. I beſeech you, Madam 2 
L. Dunce. Farewel, you Traitor. 18 
Beau. As J hope to be ſav'd, and upon the Word of a 2 far 


Gentleman. B 
L. Dunce. Go, you are a falſe ungrateful Brute 7 and | = Si 
trouble me no more. | [ Exit, Hin! 
Beau. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Folh. Panc 
Sir Fol. Ah thou Rebel! . 
Beau. Some Advice, ſome Advice, dear Friend, e're fou! 


I'm ruined, Sir 


The Sol DpIERS FokTUNE. 45 


| Sir Fol. Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Ho- 
. nour's Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know. | 
Beau. But prithee hear a little Reaſon. 
) Sir Fol. No, Sir, I ha' done; no more to be ſaid, I ha? 
done; I am aſham'd of you, I'll have no more to ſay to 
vou, I'll never ſee your Face again, good b'w'y. 
* [ Exit Sir Jolly, 
. Beau. Death and the Devil! what have my Stars been 
doing to day? a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David — what 
can that mean? Pox on her for a ]ilt, ſhe lyes, and has 
d a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a Day or two longer. 
Hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him civil- 
ly, and try what Diſcovery I can make. 


n * _ 
8 e 


. 
e Enter Sir David Dunce. 
ot 
zur | Sir Daw. Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain's Jewel; Ve- 


ry well: In troth I had like to have forgatten it. Ha, ha, 


775 


ha! how damnable mad he'll be now, when I ſhall 
de. deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha! — poor Dog, he'll 
you hang himſelf at leaſt ; ha, ha, ha! Faith, tis a very 
diſ- Wpretty Stone, and finely ſet: Humph ! if I ſhould keep it 


10W ? — Tl fay I haveloſt it: No, I'll give it him 
gain, o' purpoſe to vex him; ha, ha, ha. 
Beau. Sir David, I am hearrily ſorry =—— 
Sir Dav. O Sir, tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha. 
Vhat ſhall I ſay to him now to terrify him? [ 4fide. 
Beau, Me, Sir 
Sir Daw, Ay, you, Sir, if your Name be Captain Beau- 
of 2 6 ard, How like a Fool he looks already — LA lde. 
$ Beau. What you pleaſe, Sir. 
= Sir Daw, Sir, I would ſpeak a Word with you, if you 
ink fit. What ſhall I do now to keep my Counte- 
Wnce ? [ 4/ae. 
Beau. Can I be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve 


ca- 4 


1 e're ou in any thing? 


Sul - 4143 Sir 
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Sir Daw. No, Sir, ha, ha, ha: I have Commands of | 
Service te you, Sir ; O Lord, ha, ha, ha. 
Beau. Me, Sir ? | | 
Sir Dav. Ay, Sir; you, Sir: But put on your Hat, 
Friend, put on your Hat; be covered. | 
Beau, Sir, will you pleaſe to ſit down on this Bank! 
Sir Dav. No, no, there's no need, no need; for all | 
I have a young Wife, I can ſtand upon my * Sweet- þ : 
heart. | 
Beau. Sir, I beſeech you. - 
Sir Dav. By no means: I think, Friend, we had 
ſome hard Words juſt now, 'twas about a paultry Bag- 
gage; but ſhe's a pretty Baggage and a witty Baggage, | a 
and a Baggage that —— 
Beau. Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all Miſdemeanor b 
on my Side. 1 
Sir Dav. You do well ; tho are you not a damn'd re 
Whoremaſler, a deviliſh Cuckold-making-fellow * here, pr 
here, do you ſee this? here's the Ring you ſent a roguing; 
Sir, do you think my Wife wants any thing that you can 
help her to ? -— Why I'll warrant you this Ring coſt Br, 
fifty Pounds: What a prodigal Fellow you are to throw : 
away ſo much Meney ! ordidſt thou ſteal it, old Boy I 
I believe thou may'ſt be poor, I'll lend thee Money up be 


on't, if thou think'ſt fit, at thirty in the hundred, becauſe 2 
I love thee ; ha, ha, ha. 8 
- Beau. Sir, your humble Servant, I am ſorry 'twas no hay 
worth your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a Dog am | BF 
Sir Dav. I ſhould have given it thee before, but fait 8 


I forgot it, tho' it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaſtiMthat 
for ſhe ſays, as thou likeſt this Uſage, ſhe hopes to ha you 
thy Cuſtom again, Child; ha, ha, ha. B, 

Beau. Then, Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you hau Si; 
made a Convert of me, and that I am fo ſenſible of in _ 
inſolent Behaviour towards he 

Sir Day, Very well, I ſhall do it. R 
es " Beal 
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Beau. That 'tis impoſſible I ſhall ever be at Peace with 
myſelf, till I find ſome way how to make her Reparation. 
Sir Davy. Very good; ha, ha, ha. 
| Beau. And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like 
= Offence again 

Sir Dav. No, Sir, you had not beſt ; but proceed: 
ha, ha, ha, 

Beau. Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. 

Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid, your Servant, good 
= b'w'y. 
ad Bear. One Word more, I beſeech you, Sir Dazy, 
= Sir Dav. What's that? 
ge, Beau, I beg you tell her, that the generous Reproof 

= fhe has given me, has ſo wrought upon me 

Sir Dav. Well, I will. 

Beau. That I eſteem this jewel not only as a Wreck 
2 redeemed from my Folly, but that for her fake I will 


ere, preſerve it to the utmoſt Moment of my Life. 
Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I vow and ſwear. 

can Beau. And that 1 long to convince her, I am not the 
colt Brute ſhe-ftiight miſtake me for. 
row Sir Dav. Right; well, this will make the pureſt Sport 
oy Le.] Let me fee ; firſt you acknowledge your ſelf to 
y up be a very impudent Fellow. 
cauſe Beau. I do fo, Sir. 


Sir Pav. And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till you 
as no have fatisfy'd my Lady. 


m 1'Y Beau. Right, Sir. 

t faite Sir Daw. Satisfy'd her! very good; ha, ha, ha; and 
leaſti chat you'll never play the Fool any more. Be ſure 
o hawe you keep your Word, Friend. 


Beau. Never, Sir. 


Sir Dav. And that you will keep that Ring for ker 
lake, as long as you live, ha! ——— 


Beau. To the Day of my Death, I'll aſſure you. 


Brat | Sir 
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Sir Dav. 1 proteſt, that will be very kindly done — and ; 
that you long mightily, long to let her underſtand, that 
you are another gueſs Fellow than ſhe may take you for. | 

Beau. Exactly, Sir, that is the Sum and End of my 
Deſires. 

Sir Daw. Well, I'll take care of your Buſineſs, I'll do | 
your Buſineſs, Il. warrant you — This will be the pureſt 


Sport when I come home [ Aſide.] Well, your Servant, 
remember, be ſure you remember: Your Servant. [Ex. 
Beau. So, now I find a Husband is a delicate Inſtru- B 
ment, rightly made uſe of. To make her old jealous i 
Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, I thick 'tis as worthy an 
Employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put to. a 
Ab, were ye all ſuch Huſbands and ſuch Witwes, =S” 
We younger Brothers ſhould lead better Lives, [Ex. b al 
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ACT! III. S. C BN FEI 8 
SCENE, Cont-Gardzn. 2 

| en: 

Enter Sylvia and Courtine. . 

SYLYV 14. 12 

O fall in love, and to fall in love N 18 
Soldier! nay, a disbanded Soldier too! 2 7 

+ Fellow with the Mark of Cain upon him, y 

d which every body knows him by, and i A 


| i ready to throw Stones at him for! . 
Cons: Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy her har ey  Y 


| viſhing ; if ſhe were but very rich and very ugly, I Q 
| would marry her. Ay, tis ſhe, I know her miſchievous} 95 
5 Look too. well to be miſtaken in it Madam ! — . 


Hl. 
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Sylv. Sir. 

Cour, Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſolved not 
o let me be quiet. 
= 5$;/v. 'Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt 
Y Wc up and down every where at this ſcandalous Rate ; 
$cWorld will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. 
ſt = Cour. But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of 


6 y Reputation, and from this time forward ſhun and a- 
„ Poid you moſt watchfully. 

0 Sy. Have you not haunted this Place theſe two Hours? 
* Cour. Twas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhip's 
. ome then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Place 


Jou leaſt of all frequented; one would imagine you were 
ore a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome Place of 
27 blick Appearance or other; tis pretty near the Hour, 
eill be Twilight preſently, and then the Owls come all 
road. 
5%. What need I take the Trouble to go ſo far a 
owling, when there's Game enough at our awn Doors? 
Cour. What, Game for your Net, fair Lady? 
Jg. Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe that will ſpread it. 
Cour. To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the Bu- 
1eſs, I will here leave you preſently, tho' I loſe the 
eaſure of railing at you. 
S;/v. Do ſo, I would adviſe you; your Raillery be- 
ys your Wit, as bad as your clumſey Civility does your 


* F 


| Wa 
ich af eding 


e. Adieu 
"him . Farewel | —— 
Car. Why do you not go about yeur Buſineſs ? 


and /e. Becauſe 1 would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, 
t you might not dog me. 

Cour, Were it but paſſible that you could anfwer- me 
e Queſtion truly, and then I ſhould be ſatisfy d. 


Y "Y Any thing for Compoſition to be rid of you hand- 
ly, 


out 12. 
ply, | 
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Cour. Are you really very honeſt ? Look in my Face, | 
and tell me that, , 

Sv. Look in your Face and tell you, for what? To 
ſpoil my Stomach to my Supper? ö 

Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed, 
Sweet heart; I would, if poſſible, be better acquainted | 
with thee, becauſe thou art very ill natur'd. 2 

Syſv. Your only way to bring that Buſineſs about ef 
fectaaly is to be more troubleſome : and if you think 1 
it worth your while to be abuſed ſubſtantially, you may 
make your perſonal r her this Night. 


l 
Cour. How ? where ? and when ? and what Hour, [| . 
beſeech thee ? a 
Sylv. Under the Window, between OY Hours of Ele 
ven and Twelve exactly. 
Cour. Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes and Ears hear 17 2 
Plaints, and ſee my Tears? 9 
Sykv. At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, if tho B 
— know thy Foe from thy Friend. [LE xu. 
Cour. Here's another Trick of the Devil now; unden 
that Window, between the Hours of Eleven and Twelw fut 
exactly. I am a damn'd Fool, and muſt go, Let me ſee w: 
ſuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating: Piſh, that's nethig m: 
for a Man that's in love; or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſon the 
Way to make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe u 
to the Scorn of the World, for an Example to all am 
rous Blockheads hereafter : Why if ſhe do, I'll fweul 
Have lain with ker ; beat her Relations, if they preter 8 


to vindicate her ; and fo there's one Love Intrigue pref — ; 
ty well over. LER 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce and Vermin, Y 5 


Sir Dav. Go, get you into your Lady now, and tt 
her | am coming. 


* 
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Verm Her Ladyſhip, Right worſhipful, is pleaſed not 
to be at home. 

Sir Dav. How's that? my Lady not at home ! run, 
run.in and aſk when fhe went forth ? where ſhe is gone ? 
and who is with her? run and aſk, Ver min. | 

Verm. She went out in her Chair preſently after you, 
this Afternoon. 
= Sir Dav. Then I am to be a Cuckold till for aught I 
nay know : What will become of me? Ihave ſurely loft, and 

ve'er ſhall find her more: ſhe promis'd me ſtrictly to ſtay 
r, I at home till I came back again; for anght I know ſhe 
may be up three Pair of Stairs in the Temple now. 
Ele Perm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir? 
= Sir Dav. Or it may be, taking the Air as far as Knights- 
my Bridge with ſome ſmooth-fac'd Rogue or another: Tis 
4 Ja damn'd Houſe, that Swan, that Sear at Knights- 
thou Bridge is a confounded Houle, Vermin. 
Exit Perm. Do you think ſhe's there then? 
unde Sir Daw, No, I do not think ſhe's there neither; but 
wel ſuch a thing may be, you know. Wou'd that Barn E Ims 
e ſee FF was under Water too, there's a thouſand Cuckolds a Year 
thing made at Barn-E/ms, by Rojamond's Pond; the Devil, if 
e ſom ſhe ſhould be there this Evening, my Heart's broke. 
ole m 
11 ame Enter Sir Jolly. 
ſwear : 
preteiſ Sir Fol. That muſt be Sir Day; ay, that's he, that's 
ve pr he; ha, ha, ha, was ever the like heard of? was ev r 
| [Ex any thing ſo pleaſant ? 
Sir Dav, I'll lock her up three Days and three Nights 
without Meat, Drink, or Light; I'll humble her, in the 
Devil's Name. 
and u Sir Fol. Well, could I but meet my Friend Sir Davy, 
it would be the joy fulleſt News for him 
= Dav. Who's there that has any thing to ſay to 
* 
. Ce Sir 
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Sir Fol. Ah, my Friend of Friends, ſuch News! ſuck 


Tidings ! 1 
Sir Dav. I have loſt my Wife, Man. z 
Sir Jol. Loſt her! ſhe's not dead, I hope ? ; 4 


3 


Sir Daw. Yes, alas! ſhe's dead; irrecoverably lot. | 

Sir Jol. Why, I parted with her within this half Hour. | 

Sir Dad. Did you ſo? are you ſure it was ſo ? where þ 
was it ? I'll have my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant and | 
a Conſtable preſently. 4 

Sir Jol. And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now, he) hs 2 q 
young Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidentally, 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! that's worſe and worſe! a young 
Fellow ? — my Wife making Sport with a young Fel. 
low! Oh Lord! here are Doings ! here are Vagaries' i 
I'll run mad, I'll climb Bow Steeple preſently, beftride 
the Dragon, and preach Cuckoldom to the who! e City. 1 

Sir Jol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to 
be an idle Coxcomb that pretended to be in love win 
ker, Neighbour. 

Sir Daw. Indeed! in love with her! who was it! whats 
his Name? I'll warrant you won't tell a Body — I'll in- 
dict him in the Crown Office; no, I'll iſſue Warrants o 5 
apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of EAD. 19. 
Won't you tell me what young Fellow it was ? was it a® 
very handſome young Fellow ? ha ? 

Sir Jol. Handſome ? yes, hang him, the Fellows 
handſome enough; he is not very handſome neither, bu o ii 
he has a deviliſh leering black Eye. Wand 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord: 8 

Sir Fol. His Face too is a good riding Face; tis no : hu 
ſoft effeminate Complexion indeed, but his Countenance 1 In 
is ruddy, ſanguine, and chcartul ; a deviliſh Fellow in 2 8 
Corner, I'Il warrant him. 8 

Sir Daw, Bleſs us! what will become of me ? wWHy ach 
the Devil did I marry a young Wife? Is he very well Si 
Ma; d t ? tall, ſtrait, and proportionable, ha ? 


1 
4 
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Sir Fol. Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he 
is tall enough too: He's none of your over-grown lub- 
berly Flanders Jades, but more of the true EMH Breed, 
well knit, able, and fit for Service, old Boy ; the Fellow 


active. I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. 

Sir Dav. Who can this be? Well, and what think you, 
Friend, has he been there ? Come, come, I'm ſenſible 
ſhe's a young Woman, and Iam an old Fellow, troth a 
very old Fellow ; I fignify little or nothing new. Bat do 
you think he has prevail'd ? am 1 a Cuckold, Neighbour ? 

Sir Jol. Cuckold! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Gar- 
den? No, I'll aſſure you, I believe her to be the melt 
virtuous Woman in the World; but if you had but ſeen — 


3 
P. 

and 
7 


h a i 
2 ; 
ung 5, 


Fel- 


ies! 

ride Sir Dav. Ay, would I had; what was it ? 

y. Sir Je. How like a Rogue ſhe us'd him. Furſt of all 

d to comes up the Spark to her; Madam, fays he, and 

with then he bows down thus =— How now, ſays ſhe, what 
would the impertinent Fellow have? 

hats . Sir Pav. Humph! ha! well, and what then? 

Ul in-. Sir 7e. Madam, fays he again (bowing as he did be 

ats to fore) my Heart is ſo intirely yours, that except you take 

. 19. pity of my Sufferings, I muſt die at your Feet. 

it a Sir Dov. So, and what ſaid ſhe again, Neighbour, ha? 

Sir Jol. Go, you are a Fop. 
DoW Sir Daw. Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay 
r, buff ſo indeed ? I am glad on't, troth I am very glad on't ; well, 


Wand what next? And how, and well, and what? ha? 
Sir J, Madam, ſays he, this won't dq; I am your 
tis no humble Servant for all this; you may pretend to be as 
nano 5 ill natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall make bold. 

„in Sir Day, Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow! 
Sir Je. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a faucy 


> why | ackanapes, and ['l] have you kick'd. . 
y well dir Dav, Ha, ha, ha! Well, I would not be un- 
arry'd again to be an Angel. Sir 


Q, 
| 
- 


is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong, and 
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Sir Jol. But the beſt Jeft of all was, who this ſhould # 
be at laſt, 4 
Sir Dav. Ay, who indeed? I'l] warrant you ſome fil- | 
ly Fellow or other, poor Fool! 
Sir Jol. E'en a ſcandalous Rake hell, that lingers up 
and down the 'Town by the Name of Captain Beaugard ; WR! 
but he has been a bloody Cuckold making Scoundrel in 
has time. : 
Sir Dav. Hang him, Sot, is it he? I don't value him 
thus, not a wet Finger, Man; to my Knowledge ſhe | 
hates him, ſhe ſcorns him, Neighbour; I know it, I am Þ 
very well fatisfy'd in the Point; beſides, I have ſeen 
him fince that, and have out-he&or'd him: I am to 


tell her from his own Mouth, that he promiſes never to FF 

affront her more. = 
Sir Jol. Indeed . 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay — 3 


Enter Lach Dunce, paying her Chairman. 


Chairman. God bleſs you, Madam, thank your Honour. 

Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh ; there's my Lady, T'll be gone, 
Pl not be ſeen ; your humble Servant, Good by w'y. 

Sir Dav. No faith, Sir Folly, een go into my Houſe 
now, and ſtay Supper with me ; we han't ſupp'd together 
a great while. 

Sir Jol. Ha ! fay you fo? I don't care if I do, faith, 
with all my Heart; this may give me an Opportunity to 
ſet all things right again. [ Aſide, 

Sir Dav. My Dear, 

L. Dunce. Sir. 

Sir Daw. You have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee. 

L. Dunce. Only for a little Air; truly I was almo! 
Rifled within Doors : I hope you will not be angry, Sit 
David, will you? 


Sir 
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Sir Dav. Angry, Child ! no Child, not I; what ſhould 
I be angry for? 

L. Dunce. I wonder, Sir David, you will ſerve me at 
this Rate. Did you not promiſe me to go in my behalf 
to Baaugard, and correct him according to my Inſtruc- 
tions for his Inſolence ? 

Sir Daw. So I did, Child; I have been with him, 


d 


fil- | 


im Sweet-heart, I have told him all to a Tittle, I gave him 
ſhe back again the Picture too; but, as the Devil would 
am have it, I forgot the Ring, faich I did. 

Wi L. Dance. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, to render me 


ridiculous to the Man I abominate ? what ſcandalous Inter- 
pretation, think you, muſt he make of my retaining any 
Trifle of his, ſent me on ſo diſhonourable Terms ? 
Sir Dav. Really my Lamb, thou art in the right; 
yes, I went back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the 
Z Buſineſs to ſome Purpoſe. 

I. Dunce. I am glad that you did, with all my Heart. 
Sir Dav. I gave him his Leon, Ill warrant him. 

L. Dunce. Leſſon! what Leſſon had you to give him ? 


gone, Sir Dav. Why, I told him, as he lik'd chat Uſage he 
might come again; ha, ha, ha. 

** T. Dunce. Ay, and fo let him. 

0 * Sir Dav. With all my Heart, Ii] give him free Leave, 


or hang me: tho' thou wou'dſt not imagine how the poor 

Faith D— s alter'd. Lo' you there now, but as certainly as I 

ſtand here, that Man is ſo troubled, that he {wears he ſhall 

not reſt Day nor Night, till he has ſatisfied thee ; prithee be 
aticfied with him if it is poſſible, my Dear. Prithee do; 
I promis'd him before I leit him to tell thee as much; 

for the poor Wretch looks ſo ſimply, I could not choole 

but pity him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now you Chits 

V, du Face ; odd, I cou d find in my Heart to put my little Finger 

in your Bubbies, [ Aide. 


C4 I. Dune. 
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L. Dunce. Sir David, I muſt tell you, that I cannot 
but reſent your ſo ſoon Reconcilement with a Man that | 
I hate worle than Death; and that if you lov'd me with 
half that Tenderneſs you profeſs, you would-not forget an | 


Afﬀront ſo palpably and ſo baſely offer'd me. 


Sir Dav. Why, Chicken, where's the Remedy? What“ 


to be done? How wouldſt thou have me deal with him? 


L. Dunce. Cut his Throat. 


Sir Daw. Bleſs us for ever! cut his Throat? what, ; 


do Murther ? 


L. Dunce. Murther ! yes, any thing to ſuch an incor 


rigible Enemy of your Honour, one that has reſoly'd to : 


perfiſt in abuſing of you ; ſee here this Letter, this I re. 
ceiv'd fince I laſt parted with you; juſt now it was hind 
into my Chair by an impudent Lacguey of his, kept o 
purpoſe for ſuch Employments. 

Sir Dav. Let me ſee: a Letter indeed for the La. 
dy Dunce — damn'd Rogue! treacherous Dog! what can 
he ſay in the Inſide now? here's a Villain. 

L. Dunce. Yes, you had beſt break it open, you had 0 
tis like the reſt of your Diſcretion. 

Sir Dav. Lady, if I have an Enemy, *tis beſt for me 


2 
F- 
„ 
1 
1 
2 


to know what Miſchief he intends me; therefore, with 3 


your Leave, I will break it open. 


L. Dunce. Do, do, to have him believe that I wa 


pleaſed enough with it to do it my ſelf: If you have the 


Spirit of a Gentleman in you, carry it back, and daſh it, 


as it 1s, in the Face of that audacious Fellow. 
Sir Fol. What can be the meaning of this now ? 


Sir Dav. A Gentleman ! yes Madam. I am a Gentle 


man, and the World ſhall find that J am a Gentleman— 
have certainly the beſt Woman in the World. [Ad. 

L. Dunce, What do you think mult be the End of 2 
this? J have no Refuge in the World, but your Kind- 
neſs: Had I a jealous Husband now, how miſerable 


mult my Life be! 


Cir 


vC 


Sir Tol. Ah Rogue's Noſe ! ah Devil! ah Toad! cun- 


\ MY ningThief,wheedlingSlut ; I'll bite her by and by. Lid. 
n Sir Dev. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor 
tan never will be Jealous of thee : Do what thou wilt, thou 


ſhalt not make me jealous : I love thee too well to ſuſpect 
thee. / 

L. Dunce. Ab, but how long will you do fo ? 
= Sir Dav, How long? as long as I live I warrant thee, 
8 1 don't talk to a Body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, 
my Eyes will run over, poor Fool! poor Birdſnies poor 
ambkin! 
= L. Dunce. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer 
my Deſires? will you once more endeavour to make that 
own Traitor ſenſible, that I have too juſt an Eſteem for yous 
not to value his Addreſſes as they deſerve? 
= Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I will. 

L. Dunce. But don't ſtay away too long, Dear ; make 
hat haſte you can, I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you again. 
Sir Dau. My Dear, my Love, my Babby, I'll be with 
hee in a Moment. How happy am I above the reſt of 
len! Neighbour, dear Neighbour, walk in with my Wife, 
nd keep her Company till 1 return again. Child, don't 
2 troubled, prithee don't be troubled. Was there ever ſuch 
Wife? well, da, da, da; don't be troubled, prithee don't 
We troubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. [Ex. 
L. Dunce. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Fotry. 
# Sir Jol. Don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled,. 
Na, da. 

L. Dance. But Sir Folly, can you gueſs whereabout my 
vandring Officer may be probably tound now ? 


an- Sir Jol. Found, Lady ? he is to be found, Madam, 
Ajidt he is to be at my Houſe preſently, Lady; he's certainly 
of ane of the fineſt Fellows in the World. 

Kind L. Dunce. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Jelh. 


Sir 7olly. His Friend, Lady? na Madam, his Foe, 
5 utter Enemy, I ſhall be his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 
G 5 L. Dance. 
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two; for I have contriv'd it ſo, that Sir Dawid is to be 


L. Dance. You may, if you pleaſe - then come bo | 2 
and play at Cards this Evening with me for an Hour or 


abroad at Supper to Night, he cannot poſſibly avoid it; 
J long to win ſome of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. 
Sir Jol. Do you ſo, my Gameſter ? well, I'll be ſun 
to bring him, and for what he carries about him, vil. 
warrant you —— odd, he's a pretty Fellow, a pech 
Fellow, he has only one Fault. 
L. Dunce. And what 1s that, I beſeech you, Sir ? 
Sir Jol. Only too loving, tos good-natur'd, that's all; ots : 
certainly the beſt-natur'd Fool breathing, that's all his Fault. 
L. Dance. Hiſt, hiſt, I thmk I ſee Company coming ; 


if you pleaſe Sir Folly, we'll go in. | 

r 

Enter Beaugard, follow'd by Sir David and Vermin. : y 

Sir Fol, Mom, mum, *tis he himſelf, the very ſame; [ 

odds fo ! Sir Davy after him too; huſh, huſh, huſh, le © 
us be gone, let us retire ; do but look upon him now, 

mind him a little; there's a Shape] there's an Air! there ®! 


a Motion ! Ah Rogue, ah DP, get you in, get you in, 
I ſay, there's a Shape for you. [Exit IL. Dunce St. 
Beau. What the D—1 ſhall I do to recover this day L. 


Loſs again? my honourable Pimp too, my Pandar Knigh do 
has forſaken me; methinks I am quandary'd, like one the 
going with a Party to diſcover the Enemy's Camp, buff * 

e 


had loſt his Guide uron the Mountains: C—ſe on him 
old Argos is here again: there can be no good Fortune A 
0 


towards me when he's at my Heels. 
Sir Daw. Sir, Sir, Sir, one Word with you, Sir: Cap po 


tain, Captain, noble Captain, one Word J befe:ch you. 


Beau. With me, Friend ? Sir 
Sir Daw. Yes, with you, my no Friend. 8 
Beau. Sir Dawid] my Intimate ! my BoſomPhyſician * 
ir, 


Sir Dav. Ah Rogue ! damn'd Rogue! 


Beal 
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Beau. My Confeſſor! my deareſt Friend I ever had — 

Sir Daw. Dainty Wheedle ! here's a Fellow for ye 

Beau. One that has taught me to be in love with Vir- 
tue, and ſhewn me the ugly Infide of my Follies. 

Sir Dav, Your humble Servant. 

Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in your Love as 
you are in your Friendſhip, Sir David, yeur Lady has 
the worſt time on't of any one in Chriftendom. | 

Sir Daw, So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from 
the inſolent Sollicitations of ſuch a Fellow as vou are, Sir. 
Bean. As me, Sir? why, who am I, good Sir Domi- 

ne Doddle pate? 

= Sir Daw. So, take notice he threatens me; I'll have 
him bound to the Peace inſtantly. Will you never have 
= remorſe of Conſcience, Friend? Have you baniſh'd all 
Shame from your Soul? Do you conſider my Name is Sir 
== David Dunce that I have the moſt virtuous Wife living ? 
Do you conſider that? Now how like a Rogue he looks 
again ! and what a Hang dog Leer was that ! 

Beau. Your virtuous Wife, Sir? you are always harping 
upon that String, Sir David. 

Sir Dav. No, 'tis you wou'd be harping upon that 
Sn ing, Sir; ſee you this? caſt your Eyes upon this, this 
Letter, Sir: Did not you promiſe this very Day, to aban- 
don all manner of Proceedings of this nature, tending to 
the Diſhonour of me and my Family ? 

Beau. Letter, Sir? what the D! does he mean now? 
Let me ſee, For the Lad; Dunce; this is no Scrawl of 
mine, I'il be {worn by Jeve, her own Hand. What a 
Dog was I! forty to one but I had play'd the Fool, and 
ſpoil d all again. Was there ever ſo charming a Creature 
breathing! Did your Lady deliver chis to your Hands, 
Sir? 

Sir Dav. Ev'n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir; and bad 
me tell you, Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an Eſteem for me, 
Sir, not to value ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve. 

C6 f Beau. 


% 
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Beau. Very good: [ Reads the Letter.) * doubt not but 
e this Letter will ſurprize you — (in troth, and ſo it doe; 
extremely) . but reflect upon the manner of conveying it 
* to your Hand as kindly as you can. | 
Sir Dav. Ay, a damn'd Thief, to have it thrown 
into the Chair by a Footman. | 
Beau. [ Reads.) © Would Sir David were but half .o 
« kind to you as I am. | 
Sir Dav. Say you ſo, you inſnuating Knave ? | 
Beau. © But he, I am ſatisfy'd, is ſo ſeverely Jealous, 3 
* that except you contrive ſome way to let me ſee you 
* this Evening, I fear, all will be hopeleſs. | 
Sir Dav. Impudent Traitor! I might have been af 
Monſter yet before I had got my Supper in my Belly. 
Beau. © In order to which, either appear yourſelf, a 
„ ſome body for you, half an Hour hence in the Piazza, J 
„when more may be confider'd of. Adieu. 
Sir Daw. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my Hear 
ou are come, I ſee, accordingly ; but as a Friend I an 
bound in Conſcience to tell you, the Buſineſs won't m 
the Trick won't paſs, Friend; you may put up yo 
Pipes, and march off: Oh Lord! he lie with my Wife's 
Pugh, he make Sir David Dunce a Cuckold! pou} 
Wretch ! ha, ha, ha. . 
Sir Fol. Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt, 


Enter Lady Dunce and Fourbin diſguis'd. 


L. Dunce. That's he, there he is: ſucceed, and bi 
rewarded. 
Four. Other People may think what they pleaſe; bu 
in my own Opinion, I am a very pretty Fellow now | 
if my Deſign but ſucceed upon this old Baboon, I'II b th: 


canoniz'd. Sir, Sir, Sir. Re 
Sir Dav. Friend, with me? Would you ſpeak wi fin 
me, Friend ? Lo 


Four. Sir, my Commands were to attend your Worſhip) 


8 i 
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Sir Jol. Beaugard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, 
quickly, hiſt, 

Sir Dav. Where do you live, Sweet-heart, and who 
do you belong to? 

Four. Sir, I am a ſmall Inſtrument of the City, I 
ſerve the Lord Mayor in his Office there. 

Sir Dav. How, the Lord Mayor | 

Four Yes, Sir, who defires you by all means to do kim 


the Honour of your Company at Supper this Evening. 


Sir Dav. It will be the greateſt Honour I ever re- 
ceived in my Life; what, my Lord-Mayor invite me 
to Supper? I am his Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

Four. Yes, Sir, if your Name be Sir David Dunce, as 
I have the Honour to be informed it is: he defires you 
moreover to make what hafte you can, for that he has 
ſome Matters of Importance to communicate to your 
Honour, which may take up ſome time. 

L. Dunce. I hope it will ſucceed. [A lde. 

Sir Dav. Communicate with me ! he does me too no- 
ble a Favour ; I'll fly upon the Wings of Ambition to 
lay my ſelf at his Footſtool: My Lord Mayor ſends 
himſelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me too: 
I ſhall certainly be a great Man. 

Four. What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me 
back withal ? | 

Sir Daw. Let his Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd 
and confounded, at his Generoſity ; and that I am fo 


tranſported with the Honour he does me, that I will 


not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 

Four. I am your Worſhip's lowly Slave. 

Sir Daw. Vermin, go, get the Coach ready; get me 
the Gold Medal too and Chain, which I took from the 
Roman Catholick Officer for a Popiſh Relick : Fll be 
fine; I'll ſhine, and drink Wine that's Divine. My 
Lord Mayor invite me to Supper | 
L. Dunce, 
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L. Dunce. My Deareſt, I'm glad to ſee thee return'd 

in Safety, from the bottom of my Heart: Haſt thou ſeen 
the Traitor ? | | , 

Sir Daw. Seen him! hang him, I have ſeen him; 
Pox on him, ſeen him 5 

L. Dunce. Well, and what is become: of bim) WY 
Where is he? 

Sir Dav. Why doſt thou ask me where ke his? What ; 
a Pox care I what becomes of him. Prithee don't trou- 
ble me with thy Impertinence, I am buſy. 

L. Dunce. You are not angry, my Dear, are you? 
Sir Daw. No, but I am pleas'd, and that's all one: very 
much pleas'd , let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup} 4 
with my Lord Mayor, that's all ; nothing elſe in the Þ 
World, only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls upon me, 
that's all; therefore once more, I ſay, don't be crouble. | 

ſome, but ſtand off. 

L, Dunce. You always think my Company trouble-f 
ſome ; you never ſtay at home to comfort me; What 
think you I ſhall do alone by myſelf all this Evening. 
moping in my Chamber? Pray, my Joy, ſtay with me 
for once. I hope he won't take me at my Word. [ Af © 

Sir Dav. I ſay again and again, Tempter, ſtand off, 1 
wall not loſe my Preferment for my Pleaſure ; Honou 

is towards me, and Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. 

L. Dunce. But how long will you ſtay then ? | 

Sir Dav. I don't know, may be not an Hour, mey 
be all Night, as his Lordſhip and I think fit; what 
that to any Body ? 

L. Dunce. You are very cruel to me. 

Sir Dav. I can't help it; go, get you in, and pal 
away the time with your Neighbour, I'll be back again 
before I die; in the mean time be humble and contor- 
mable, go. Is the Coach mA 

Farm. Yes, Sir. | 

Sir Dar, 


The Sor DIE RS FokTuUNE. 63 


Sir Dav. Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my 
Lady Mayoreſs? You have a great deal of Breeding in- 
deed, a great deal; nothing to my Lady Mayorels ? 

L. Dunce. My Service to her, if you pleafe. 

Sir Dav. Well, da, da — the poor Fool cries, o' my 
Conſcience ! Adieu, do you hear? Farewel. LExit. 
L. Dunce. As well as what I love can make me. 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


you ? Sir Jol. Madam, is he gone? 
I. Dance. In Poſt haſte, I aſſure you. | 
d ſup BR Sir Jol. In troth, and Joy go with him. | 
the L. Dunce. Do you then, Sir Folly, conduct the Cap- | 
din hither, whilt I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that | 


ve may be private. {Exit, 
able. Enter Sir Davy. 


ning Sir Dav. Troth, I had forgot my Medal and Chain, 
ch me quite and clean forgot my Relick ; I was forc'd to come 
Aids up theſe Back- Stairs, for fear of meeting my Wife again; 
off, 1 it is the troubleſom'ſt loving Fool; I muſt into my Clo- 
onourl ſet, and write a ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt Night, I had 
on. forgot that: Well, I wou'd not have my Wife catch me 

. for a Guinea. ; [ Exit. 


Bean. Are you certain, Madam, no Body is this way? 
fancy as we enter'd, I faw the Glimpſe of ſomething 
more than ordinary. | 
Confor IL. Dance. Is it your Care of me, ar your perſonal 
Fears, that make you ſo ſuſpicious? Whereabouts was 
the Apparition? 
Dan Lead. There, there, juſt at the very Door. 


| 
F [1 
Ener Beaugard and Lady Dunce. l 


L. Dunce. 
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L. Dunce. Fie for ſhame ! that's Sir Dawy's Cloſet ; and 
he, I'm fatisfied, is far enough off by this time. I'm ſure 
J heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince | 
you, you ſhall ſee now : Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Daxy, | 
{ Knocking at the Claſet Door] Look you there; you a 
Captain, and afraid of a Shadow ! Come, Sir, ſhall we BY 
call for the Cards ? . KB 

Beau. And what ſhall we play for, pretty One ? 
L. Dunce. E'en what you think beſt, Sir. . 
Beau. Silver Kiſſes, or Golden Joys ? Come let us F 
make Stakes a tele, 5 
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Enter Sir Jolly. ; 
Sir Fol. Ah Rogue | ah Rogue! are bee Have 5 


I caught you in Faith now, now, now ? 

L. Dunce. And who ſhall keep them? 
Beau. You, till Sir Day returns from Supper. 
L. Dunce. That may be long enough: for our Engine | 
Fourbin has Orders not to give him over ſuddenly, I“ 
aſſure you, E 
Beau. And is it to yourſelf then, I'm obliged for this 
bleſs'd Opportunity? Let us improve it to Love's belt 
Advantage. a 
Sir Jol. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Ah, ha, ha, ha! ; 
Beau. Let's vow Eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to] 
ExpeRation of immortal Pleaſures : in one another's Eyes 
let's read our Joys, till we've no longer Power o'er our 


Defires, drunk with this diſſolving, Oh! 


K* — — 


2 —— " — 
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— 2 


a ; . 
| Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſet. 2 
| L. Dunce. Ah! [Squeats. . 
ib Beau. By this Light, the Cuckold: Preſto, nay, then er 
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Halloo. | | [Gets up and runs aw). 
' © Sir Daz. 


[ave 


ue. 
then 
away. 


Dav. 
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65 
Sir Dav. O Lord! a Man, a Man in my Wife's Cham- 


ber! Murder, Murder! Thieves, Thieves! ſhut up my 
Doors. Madam, Madam! Madam! 


Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Jol. Ay, zy, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Mur- 
ler ; where Neighbour, where, where? 

L. Dunce. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, hard 
o the Hilts, dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my 


Blood; ſpare not a miferable Woman's Life, whom 


leav'n deſign'd to be the unhappy Object of the moſt 

orrid Uſage Man e'er acted. 

[ Catches up Beaugard's Sword, which he had left behind 
him in the Hurry, and preſents it to Sir Davy. 

Sir Dav. What, in the Name of Satan, does ſhe 


mean now ? 


L. Dance. Curſe on my fatal Beauty! blaſted ever be 
heſe two baneful Eyes, that cou'd inſpire a barbarous 
illain to attempt ſuch Crimes, as all my Blood's too 


ittle to attone for? Nay, you ſhall hear me 


Sir Dav. Hear you, Madam ! No, I have ſeen too 
uch, I thank you heartily ; hear you, Quotha 
L. Dunce. Yes, and before I die too, I'll be juſtify'd. 
Sir Daw. Juftify*'d, oh Lord, juſtify'd ! 

L. Dunce. Notice being given me of your Return, I 


eme with (peed to this unhappy Place, where I have 


Sit been bleſt with your Embraces, when from behind 


ne Arras out ſtarts Beargard; how he came there, 
leav'n knows. 
Sir Dav. I'll have him hang'd for Burglary ; he has 
broken my Houſe, and broke the Peace _ my Wife: 
ery good! 
L. Dunce. Strait in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt ; with- 
uch ado I plung'd and got my Freedom, ran.to your 
Cloſet- 
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Cloſet-Door, knock'd and implor'd your Aid, call'd on 

your Name; but all in vai 
Sir Dav. Hah! , 
L. Dunce. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopp'd my 

Mouth; and, with Conqueror's Fury; | 
Sir Daw. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! no more, no more, 1 N 

befeech thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad, II. 

plough up Rocks and Adamantine Iron Bars; I'll crack f | 

the Frame of Nature, ſally out like Tamer/ane upon the 

Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe be. 

fore me. Oh Lord, ſtop her Mouth! Well, and how F 

and what then? ſtop'd thy Mouth ! Well! Hah — | 
L. Dance. No, tho' unfortunate, I ſtill am innocent) 

his curſed Purpoſe could not be accompliſhed ; but I 5 

will live ſo injur'd? No, I'll die to be reveng'd on mi 

ſelf: I ne'er can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming 

Gore ; and thus I let out my own = 

[Offers to run ufon the Swwori 
Sir Dav. Ha! what would'ſt thou do, my Love? pn 
thee don't break my Heart: If thou wilt kill, kill me 

I know thou art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho 1 had en 

ther be a Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe thee, pc 

Love, poor Dearee, poor Baby. 

Sir Fol. Alack. a- day Lech 
L. Dunce. Ah me! 
Sir Dav. Ah, prithee be comforted now, prithe 

do ; why, I'll love thee better for this, for all thi 

Mun. Why ſhouldſt be troubled for another's ill Di 

ings? I know it was no Fault of thine. 

Sir Jol. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Dav. See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too he 1 
troubled to ſee thee thus. 

L. Dunce. Oh, but Revenge ! 

Sir Dav. Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge : I'll ha 

him Murder'd ; 1'il have his Throat cut before to- * 

row Morning, Child; riſe now, prithee riſe. d 
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Sir Jol. Ay, do Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 
L. Dance. But will you love me then as well as e'er 
ou did ? 

Sir Dav. Ay, and the longeſt Day I live too. 
L. Dunce. And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that 
rodigious Monfter ? 


on 


3 ir Dev. Why he ſhall be Crows Meat by to-morrow 
Ack light; I tell thee, he ſhall be Crows-Meat by Midnight, 


cken. 

L. Dunce, Then I will live; fince fo, tis ſomething 
ov PNeaſant: 

V hence I in Peace may lead a happy Life 

Vith ſuch a Huſband 
Sir Daw, I with ſuch a Wife. { Exeunt. 


cent 
wh 


MN ACT IV. SCENE I. 
am | SCENE, The Tavern. 

Enter Captain Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer. 
DRAWER. 

11 DC Ws); Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome Sir; will 
0 you pleaſe to walk up one Pair of Stairs? 


| | Beau, Get the great Room ready pre- 
. he LI ſently; carry up too a good Stock of Bot- 
4 les before hand; with Ice to cool our Wine, 
Id Water to refreſh our Glaſſes, 

Draw. It ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, 
ming; Speak up in the Dolphin, ſome Body, 


Beau. 
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Beau. Ah, Courtine, muſt we be always idle? muſt we 
never ſee our glorious Days again? when ſhall we be 
rolling in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in 
large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines clu- 
ſter about our Tents? drink the rich Juice, juſt pref 
from the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden 
Fruit that grow in fertile Climes, and ripen'd by tie 151 
earlieſt Vigour of the Sun? ; 

Cour. Ah, Beaugard! thoſe Days have been ; but no 
we muſt reſolve to content ourſelves at an humble Rate | 
Methinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen 
thee in a large Pavilion, drowning the Heat of the Dal . 
in Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe Fo 
Beauties, whoſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs recorded 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Bear 
guard, faithful hearty Friends; things as hard to mee 
with as Preſerment here: Fellows that would ſpeak Tru 
boldly, and were proud on't; that ſcorn'd Flattery, Io 
Honeſty, for twas their Portion; and never yet learn FT 
the Trade of Eaſe and Lying : But now 4 

Beau. Ay, now we are at home in-our natural Hive; | B 
and ſleep like Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on tleſf og 
other ſide the Water, that may make Work for us all one Day e 

Cour. But in the mean while ou 

Beau. In the mean while Patience, Courtine ; that C 
the Engl; Man's Virtue: Go to the Man that owes youlInd | 
Money, and tell him you are neceſſitated; his Aniwe B. 
ſhall be, a little Patience, I beſeech you, Sir: Ask o 
Cowardly Raſcal Satisfaction for a ſerdid Injury doe nx 
you; he ſhall cry, Alas-a-day, Sir, you ate the ſtrangeii Ba 
Man living, you won't have Patience to hear one ſpeak C 
Complain to a great Man that you want Prefermen I Be 
that you have forſaken conſiderable Advantages abroad C=. 
in obedience to publick Edicts; all you ſhall get of hingWuch 
is this, You muſt have Patience, Sir. tral 

Cour 
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Cour. But will Patience feed me, or cloth me, or 
;eep me clean! 

Beau. Prithee no more hints of Poverty: Tis ſcanda- 
dus; 'sdeath, I would as ſoon chooſe to hear a Soldier 
rag, as complain : Doſt thou want any Money ? 

Cour. True, indeed, I want no Neceſſaries to keep me 
live ; but I do not enjoy myſelf with that Freedom I 
ould do; there is no more Pleaſure in living at ſting, 
han there is in living alone. I would have it in my 


n 


a over (when he needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my 

* d, L would to my Ability deal handſomly too by 
De Woman that pleas'd me. 

wil Beau. Oh, fie for ſhame ! you would be a Whore-ma- 

dec Yer, Friend; go, go, I'll have no more to do with you. 

Bear Corr. I would not be forc'd neither at any Time to 

mee 


oid a Gentleman that had obliged me, for want of 

loney to pay him a Debt contracted in our old Acquain- 

Ince : It turns my Stomach to wheed!le with the Rogue 
ſcorn, when he uſes me fo ſcurvily, becauſe he has my 
lame in his Shop-Book. 

Beau. As for Example, to endure the Familiarities of a 

oo that ſhall cock his greaſy Hat in my Face, when 
duns me, and at the fame Time veil it to an over- 

rown Deputy of the Ward, tho' a frouzy Fellmonger. 
Cour. To be forced to concur with his Nonſenſe too, 

d laugh at his Pariſh Jeſts. 

Beau. To uſe Reſpects and Ceremonies to the Milch- 

Ask io hi; Wife, and praiſe her pretty Children, tho' they 

„ donefW@nk of their Mother, and are uglier than the Iſſue of 

range Baboon ; yet all this muſt be endured, 

ſpeak Cour. Muſt it, Beaugard ? 

rment Beau. And ſince tis ſo, let's think of a Bottle. 

broad C. With all my Heart, ſor railing and diinking do 

of hin uch better together than by themſelves ; a private Room, 

taſty Friend or two, good Wine, and bold Truths, 


Cour 5 any 
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upon Compulſion, dear Heart. 


for all Cuckold's go to Heav'n, that's molt certain, | 


is: By my Conſent his Worſhip ſhou'd e'en have 2 
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are my Happineſs. But where's our dear Friend and 
Intimate, Sir Joh, this Evening? | 
Beau. Lo deal like a Friend, Caurtine, I parted with 
him but juſt now; he's gone to contrive me a W : 
if poſſible, this Night, with the Woman my Soul is mot 
fond of: I was this Evening juſt entering upon the Pa 
lace of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a- Dia 
pointment In ſhort, that Plague to all well meanig 
Women, the Huſband, came unſeaſonably, and fore 
a poor Lover to his Heels, that was fairly making hi 
Progreſs another Way. Courtine, the Story thou ſhul F 
hear more at large hereafter, 5 
Cour. A Plague on him, why didſt thou not murd 
the preſumptous Cuckold? ſaucy intruding Clown! i& 
dare to diſturb a Gentleman's Privacies. I would 1 
beaten him into Senſe of his Tranſgreſſion, enjoy 'd h E 
Wife before his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 
Beau. Look you, Courtine, you think you are dei 
ing with the Landlord of your Winter Quarters 8 
Alfatia, now. Friend, Friend, there is a difference & 
tween a Free- born Egli Cuckold, and a ine: 1 
Wittal of a conquer'd Province. J 
Cour. Oh, by all means; there ought to. be a Dig ö 
rence obſervd between your arbitrary Whoring, ai 
your limited Forrication. ; 
Beau. And but reaſon : For tho' we may make bu re 
with another Man's Wife in a friendly Way; yet nothl 


Cour. And now Sir Folly, 1 hope, is to be the Inf 
ment of ſome immortal Plot; ſome Contrivance for | 
Good of the Body, and the old Fellow's Soul, Baut 


Beau. Sir Folly! Why, on my Conſcience he this 
it as much his undoubted Right to be Pimp Maſter 
neral to London and Middleſex, as the Eſtate he poſleh 


tent for it, Ca 
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Cour. He is certainly the fitteſt for the Employment 
Win Chriftendom ; he knows more Families by their Names 
and Titles, than all the Bell-men within and without the 


with] 
. Valls. 
* Beau, Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt 


p, Beauties about Town, illuſtrated with a particular Ac- 

S 3 ount of their Age, Shape, Proportion, Colour of Hair 

na Eyes, Degrees of Complexion, Gun-powder Spots, 

. nd Moles. 

= Cour. I wiſh the old Pandar were bound to ſatisfy my 

Experience, what Marks of good-nature my Sylvia has 
2 about her. 


Enter Sir Jolly Jumble. 


Sir Jol. My Captains! my Sons of Mays, and Imps 
"7 pf Venus] well encounter'd : what, ſhall we have a ſpark- 
' * "Wing Bott'e or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beau- 


„ b ard, you Are A Rogue, you are 2 Dog, I hate you ; 
ger you gone, go. 
ten ui Beau. But Sir Folly, what News from Paradiſe, Sir 


a ? Is there any hopes I ſhall come there to Night ? 
ir Jol. May be there is, may be there is not; I ſay let 
bave a Bottle, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a 
Ponle: Aſter a Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 
= Zeau. Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Jol. 
Sir 7. Will? we'll have Dozens, and drink till we 
Ire wiſe, and ſpeak well of no body; till we are lewder 
han Midnight Whores, and out-rail difbanded Officers. 
8 Beau. Only one thing more my noble Koight, and 
e Inf When we are entirely at thy diſpoſal. 
e for Sir Fo. Well, and what's that? What's the Buſineſs ? 


may Beau. This Friend of mine here ſtands in need of thy 
era mgance; he's damnably in love, Sir Jolh. 

e thi 3 | ; 
$f Sir Jol. In Love ! is he ſo? In Love! Odds, my Life 


it ke? What's her Name? where does ſhe live? I warrant | 
you 


poſſe 
veal 
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vou I know her, ſhe's in my Table-Book I'll warrant 
you : Maiden, Wife, or Widow. [pulls out a Table- Book, 
Cour. In troth, Sir Joh, that's ſomething a difficult 


Queſtion ; but as Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one 
of them. 1 

Sir Fol. Virgin, very good: let me ſee ; Virgin, Wi 
Virgin, Virgin, oh, here are the Virgins ; truly, I meet 
with the feweſt of this ſort of any: Well, and the firt 


. ** 28 Mines 


Letter of her Name now: For a Wager I gueſs her. 


Cour. Then you muſt know, Sir Fo/ly, that I love my 
Love with an S. : 7 
Sir Fol. S. S. S. O here are the Eſſes: let me conſ. 
der now Sapbo. . 
Cour. No, Sir. * 
Sir Fol. Selina. | = 
Cour. Neither. 1 
Sir Jol. Sephrona. 
Cour, You muſt gueſs again, I * you. Y 
Sir Fol. Sylvia. =D. 
Cour. Ay, ay, Sir Folly, that's the fatal Name ; 94 . 
dia, the Fair, the Witty, the III- natur d. Do zol 
know her, my Friend ? F 
Sir Jol. Know her! Why ſhe's my Daughter, andif =. 
have adopted her theſe ſeven Years. Sylvia, let me look 4 
light brown Hair, her Face oval and roman, quick ſpark 
ling Eyes, plump, pregnant, ruby Lips, with a Mole on hi 


Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart-cherry on he 
Left Knee. Ah Villain! ah ſly Cap! have I caught you! 
Are you there, i'faith ? Well, and what ſays ſhe ? Is ſoap" 
coming ? Do herEyes betray her? Does her Heart ben ar 
and her Bubbies rite, when you talk to her? hah! — Þ 
Beau. Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſidered, " 
may make a ſhift to come to a Marriage i in time ] F 
Sir Jol. PII have nothing to do in it; I won't be { 4 Ty 
in the Buſineſs of Matrimony : Make me a Match- maker Whro 
a filthy Marriage Broker? Sir, I ſcorn, I know better thing FT 


Loo 


al 
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cok you, F riend, to carry her a Letter from you, or ſo, 
11 pon good Terms, tho' it be in a Church, I'll deliver 
al; WS: ; or when the Buſineſs is come to an Iſſue, if I may 
one bring you handſomely together, and foforth, I'll ſerve 
hee with all my Soul, and thank thee into the bargain; 
gin, Pnank thee heartily, dear Rogue; I will, you little Cock- 
neet Pparrow, faith and troth I will: but no Matrimony, 
firk JF ricnd, I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony ; 'tis 
& damn'd Invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a 
Peſtroyer of civil Correſpondence. 


on; x Enter Drawer. 


3 Draw. Gentlemen, your Room is ready, your Wine and 
ce upon the Table; will your Honours pleaſe to walk in? 
= Sir 7o!. Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine: a pox on 
N latrimony; Matrimony in the Devil's Name! 
Cour. But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to en- 
iire for us, Friend. 
; „ir Je. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo 
o he any, give 'em Reverence and Reception, but nothing 
Fe; let nothing but Whores and Bottles come near us, 
and you tender your Ears. 


: look, [ They go within the Scene, avhere is diſcover d 
. a Table and Bottles. 
gi be Peau. Why, there's, there's the Land of Canaan now 


little ; hark you, Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, 
Pirrah, do you hear? Shut it fo cloſe, that neither 
FF arcs nor Neceſſities may peep in upon us. 


ater Sir Davy, Fourbin, Bloody-Bones, and Drawer. 


Four. Bloody- Bones, be ſure to behave yourſelf hand 
t be ſen Pmly, and like your Profeſſion ; ſhew yourſelf a Cut- 
maker Miroat of Parts, and we'll fleece him. 


er thing bod. My Lady ſays, we muſt be expeditious; Sir 
Ly has given notice to the Captain by this time; ſo 
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that nothing is wanting, but the Management of this 
overgrown Gull, to make us Hectors at large, and 
keep the Whore Fortune under. 1 
Draw. Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir; 
wilt pleaſe you to walk into a Room? Or ſhall | 
wait upon your Honours Pleaſure here ? 
Sir Dav. Sweet-heart, let us be quiet, and bring us 
Wine hither: ſo⁊x [Sits down, * 
From this moment, War, War; and mortal Dudgeon 
againſt that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my 
good Name, called Beaugard. You can cut a Throat | 
upon occaſion, you ſaid, Friend ? | 
Four. Sir, cutting of Throats is my hereditary Voca- Þ 
tion ; my Father was hang'd for cutting of Throats be. 
fore me, and my Mother for cutting of Purſes. 
Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid ; my Courage is moun- 
ted like a little Frenchman upon a great Horſe, and ruſt 


have him murder'd. 
Four. Murder'd, you ſay, Sir? 


Sir Dav. Ay, murder'd, I ſay, Sir; his Face eye] 
off, and nail'd to a Poſt in my great Hall in the Coun-| 3 | 
try, amongſt all the other Trophies of wild Beaſts ſlain 
by our Family ſince the Conqueſt: there's never a L 
Whore-maſter's Head there yet. ; 

Fear. Sir, for that, let me recommend this worth 
Friend of mine to your Service; he's an induſtrios 4 | 
Gentleman, and one that will deſerve your Favour. fia 

Sir Dav. He looks but ſomething ruggedly tho' me- 
thinks. o 
Four. But, Sir, his Parts will attone for his Perſon; a 
Forms and Faſhions are the leaſt of his Study: he 4. the 
fects a ſort of philoſophical Negligence indeed. But. 8 
Sir, make trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon it gi 
for the Work of this World. 

Sir Dav. What Trade are you, Friend? 
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Blood. No Trade at all, Friend; I profeſs Murder: 
raſcally Butchers make a Trade on't; tis a Gentle 
man's Divertiſement. 

Sir Dav. Do you profeſs Murder ? 
= Blood. Ves, Sir, "tis my Livelihood: I keep a Wife 
and fix Children by it. : 
Sir Dav. Then, Sir, here's to you with all my heart. 
Wou'd I had done with theſe Fellows. [Afar 

= Four. Well, Sir, if you have any Service for us, L 
deſire we may receive your Gold, and your InftruQtions, | 
as ſoon as is poſſible. | 
Fir Dav. Soft and fair, Sweet-heart, I love to ſee # 
little how I lay out my Money: have you very good. 
trading now-a-days in your way, Friend? 
$ Blud. In peaceable times, a Man may eat and drink: 
noun comfortably upon't. A private Murder done handſome- 
du zy, is worth Money; but now that the Nation's unſet- 
; tled, there are ſo many general Undertakers, that 'tis 
grown almoſt a Monopoly; you may have a Man mur- 


Aay'd Y ger d almoſt for little or nothing, and no body ever 
Cout- know who did it neither. 

s ſlain 3 Sir Dav. Pray what Countryman are you? where 
ever 3 


ere you born, moſt noble Sir? 

* Blood, Indeed my Country is foreign; I was born in 
yorth) BE Agier; my Mother was an apoſtate Greet, my Father 
\RriowWY | Renegado Engli/bman, who, by oppreſſing of Chri- 
our. ſtian Slaves, grew rich ; for which, when he lay fick, 
0 me- 1 murder'd him, one day in his Bed, made my Eſcape 
to Maltha; where, embracing the Faith, I had the 
honour given me, to command a thouſand Horſe aboard 
the Gallies of that State. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord, Sir! my humble Service to you 
pain, 

Four, He tells you, Sir, but the naked Truth. 

Sir Daw. I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir. 
heſe are deviliſh Fellows, I'll warrant em. [H/de. 
D 2 Four. 
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Feur. War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our Ml 
Province, till ruſty Peace reduc'd us tothis baſe Obſcurity, 
Ah Blooay-Bones! ah! when thou and I commanded that 
Party at the Siege of Philipſburgb, where, in the face of 
the Army, we took the impenetrable Half-moon. 77 

Blood. Half-moon, Sir! by your Favour twas a 
Whole-moon. "1 

Hur. Brother, thou art in the right; 'twas a Full- 
moon, and ſuch a Moon, Sir 2 

Sir Daw. I doubt it not in the leaſt, Gentlemen; 
but, in the mean while, to our Buſineſs. 

- Four. With all my heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Sir Dav. Do you know this Beaugard ? He's a devi- | 
liſh Fellow, I can tell you that ; he's a Captain. | 

Four. Has he a Heart, think you, Sir? "8 

Sir Dav. Oh, like a Lion! he fears neither God, 
Man, nor Devil. 1 

Bld. 1'll bring it you for your Breakfaſt to- mor- 
row: Did you never eat a Man's Heart, Sir? ] 4 

Sir Dav. Eat a Man's Heart, Friend ! " £ 

Four. Ay, ay, a Man's Heart, Sir; it makes abſo- l 
lutely the beſt Ragouſt in the world; 1 have eaten for 
of 'em in my time, without Bread. 

Sir Daw. O Lord! a Man's Heart! my humble Ser- 
vice to you both, Gentlemen. 

Blood. Why, your Agerine Pyrates eat nothing elſe 
at Sea; they have them always potted up like Vent 
ſon: your well-grown Dutchman's Heart makes an ex- 
cellent Diſh with Oil and Pepper. - 

Sir Daw. O Lord, O Lord! Friend, Friend, a wont : 
with you. How much muſt you and your Companion 
have, to do this Buſineſs ? q 

Four. What, and bring the Heart home to your Houle! . 

Sir Dav. No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eat. 
ing. I'll be rid of 'em as ſoon as poſſible I can [ 4 
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Four. You ſay, Sir, he's a Gentleman? 

Sir Dau. Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about 
the Town: the Fellow has a pretty handſome Outſide; 
but I believe little or no Money in his Pockets. 

Four. Therefore we are like to have the honour to 
receive the more from your Worſhip's Bounty. 

Blood. For my part, I care for no Man's Bounty: I 
expect to have my Bargain perfo: rm'd, and Il make 
as good a one as I can. ; 

Sir Dav. Look you, Friend, don't you be dpi Friend, 
don't be angry, Friend, before you have occaſion : you 
ſay you'd have —— let's ſee how much you will have 
now warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 

Four. Truly, Sir David, if, as you ſay, the Man 
muſt be well murder'd, without any Remorſe for Mer- 
cy; betwixt Turk and Jesu, tis honeſtly worth two 
hundred Pounds, 

Sir Dav. Two hundred Pounds! why, I'll have-a 
Phyſician ſhall kill a whole Family for half the Mohey- 

Blood. Damme, Sir, how do you mean? 

Sir Dau. Damme, Sir, how do I mean! Damme, 
Sir, not to part with my Money. 

Blood. Not part, Brother! 

Four. Brother, the Weight is W and this 
muſt be borne withal. 

Blood. Have I for this diſſolv'd Circean Charms ? 
broke Iron Durance, whilſt from theſe firm Legs the 
well-ftiÞd uſeleſs Fetters dropp'd, and left me Maſter of 
my native Freedom ? 

Sir Dav. What does he mean now ? 

Four. Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to fee it, with all my 
heart; 'tis a Diſtraction that frequently ſeizes him, tho 


l am ſorry it ſhould happen fo unluckily at this time. 


Sir Dav. Diſtracted, ſay you! is he ſo apt to be 
diſtracted? 
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Four. Oh! Sir, 


raging mad: we that live by Mur. 


der are all ſo; Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech 
you, Sir, ſtand clear of him, he's apt to be very mil. 


chievous at theſe unfortunate Hours. 


Blood. Have I been drunk with tender Infant's Blood, ; 


and ripp'd up teeming Wombs ? Have theſe bold Hand 
ranſack d the Temples of the Gods, and ſtab'd thi 
Prieſts before their Altars? Have I done this? Hah! 7 


Sir Dav. No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, I would no 


Jay any ſuch thing for all the World, Sir : worthy Gen. 7 
tleman, I beſeech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, 
I beleech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſſion, I'II do am, 


thing in the World; you ſhall command my whol} ; 


Eſtate. 


Four. Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind u : 


have him quite murder'd, if a ſwinging Drubbing to be 
drib him, or fo, will ſerve your Turn, you may ban 
It at a cheaper Rate a great deal. 

Sir Dav. Truly, Sir, with all my heart; for, me. 
thinks, now I conſider Matters better, I would not, vi 
any means, be guilty of another Man's Blood, 

Four. Why, then let me conſider to have hin} 
beaten ſubſtaniially, a Beating that will ſtick by him, 
will coſt you half the Money. 

Sir Dav. What! one hundred Pounds! Sure the De. 
vil's in you, or you would not be ſo unconſcionable. 

Blood. The Devil! where? where's the Devil? ſhes 


me; I'll tell thee, Bee/zebub, thou haſt broke thy Co. 
venant ; didſt not thou promiſe me eternal Plenty, when] 


I reſign'd my Soul to thy Allurements ? 
Sir Dav. Ah Lord! 


Blood. Touch me not yet; I've yet ten thoufanc z 


Murders to act, before I'm thine: with all thoſe Sins, 
I'll come, with full Damnation, to thy Caverns of end. 


leſs Pain, and how! with thee for ever. 


Sul 


Was” . N n 


. 


-” Ca. ee 


— 


— 


Mur.“ 
ſeech 


mii. 


E De- 


ble. 


ſhey 
y Co- 
when 


Sy 


get rid of him as ſoon as 
drink a Bottle with you, Sir; but I hate the Devil's 

Company mortally : as for the hundred Pounds, here, 
it is ready; no more Words, Þ!1 ſubmit to your Good- 
nature and Diſcretion. - 
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Sir Davy. Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal 
Body of mine? where am I? is this a — do 1 
live? am I Fleſh and Blood? 

Blood. There, there's the Fiend again! don't 88 


5 ſo, and grin at me; if thou muſt needs have Prey, take 
here, take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with 
ſhining Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new Iniquity. 


Sir Dav. Stand off, I charge thee, Satan: whoſoe'er 


dun art, thou haſt no Right nor Claim to me: I'll have 
SF :thee bound in Necromantick Charms. Hark you, 
Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 


Fear. Only pawn'd it a little: that's all. 
Sir Dav. Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and 
you can. I would gladly 


Four. Then, Wretch, take this, and make thy Peace 


with the infernal King ; he loves Riches, ſacrifice, and 
be at reſt, 

e hin 

him, 


Blood. Tis done, I will follow thee, lead on; nay, if 
thou ſmile, I more defy thee ; Fee, Fau, Fum. [ Exit. 

Four. "Tis very odd this. 

Sir Davy, Very odd, indeed; I'm glad he's gone tho”. 

Four. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh ourſelves 


with a chearful 'Glaſs, and ſo Chaqut un chez lui 
I would fain make the Gull drunk a little, to put a. 
little Mettle into him. 


[ Ade. 


Sir Dav. With all my heart, Sir; but no more 


Words of the Devil, if you love me. 
zuſanc i 


Sins, 


f end- 


Four. The Devil's an Aſs, Sir, and here's a Head 


to all thoſe that defy the Devil. 


Sir Dav. With all my heart, and all his 8 
Four, Nay Sir, you muſt do me right, I aſſure you. 
Sir 
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Sin Dav. Not fo full, not fo-fiill; that's tos much cl 


:! 


all conſcience: in troth, Friend, theſe are ſad times, : 
very ſad times. But here's to you. | 


4 ; be drunk by this time: Shall Rogues ſtay in Taverns, | 
jt to ſip Pints, and be ſober, when honeſt Gentlemen are 
| drunk by Gallons ? I'll have none on't. 
Sir Daw. O Lord ! who's there ? [Sits up in his Chair : 
_ _ Draw. I beſeech your Honour, our Houſe will be : 
4 utterly ruin'd by this means. 


1 . Four.” Pox o' the Times, the "I'tmes are well enougb. 

»W lo long as a Man has Money in his Pocket. : 
4 Sir Dab. Tis true,, here I have been bargaining 

h by with you about a Murder, but never conſider that Ido 
* latry is coming in full ſpeed upon the Nation. Pray 
„„ what Religion are you of, Friend? 1 
„ Four. What Religion am I of, Sir ! Sir, your hum, 

( ble Servant. | 4 | 
10 Sir Dav. Truly a good Conſcience is a great Hap - 
* pineſs, and ſo I'il pledge you, hemph, hemph. Buy 1 
þ 5 Man' t the Dog be murder'd this Night? 1 
„ Four. My Brother Rogue is gone, by this time, to 
vl ſet him, and the Buſineſs ſhall be done effeQually, Il 

| . f warrant you. Here's Reſt to his Soul. 4 
„ Sir Dav. With all my heart, faith; I hate to be 

| uncharitable 7 

| 5 | Enter Courtine and Drawer. 7 
[2] 5 
14 Cour. Look you, it is a very impudent thing. not o 


Cour. Damn your Houſe, your Wife, and Children, 
and all your Family, you Dog— Sir, who are you? 


Fl 0 s ; [To Sir David 
bh L Sir Dav. Who am J, Sir? what's that to you, Sir! 
0 » Will you tickle my Foot, you Rogue ? | 
Ml i Cour. I'll tickle your Guts, you Poltroon, preſent!y. 


i , Sir Daw. Tickle my Guts, you Mad-cap! I'll tickle 
| your Toby, if you do. Cour, 
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ich at Cour. What with that circamcis'd Band ? that grave 
times, ; hypocritical Beard, of the Reformation cut? Old F Fellow, 
believe you are a Rogue. 
og! = Sir. Dav. Sirrah, you're a Whore: an errant Bitch- 
whore; I'll uſe you like a Whore ; I'll kiſs you, you 
ini jade; I'll raviſh you, you Buttock: I am $0 of 
FI the Peace, Sirrab, and that's worſe. *' 
18 Cur. Damn you, Sir, I care not if you were a Con- 
able and all his Watch: What, ſuch a Rogue as you 
ſend honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and countenance Whores 
in your Juriſdiction for Bribery, you Mongrel ! ll beat 
vou, Sirrah, I'II brain you; I'll murder you, you Moon- 
Cult. [Throws the Chair after him, 
Sie Dav. Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watch, Srokes, 
= Shes, Stokes, Murder 
= Cour. Huzza, Beaugard! * 7 


Enter Beaugard and Sir Jolly. ta 

= Four. Well, Sir, the Buſineſs is done, we have bar- 
= gain'd to murder you. - 

Beau. Murder'd ! who's to be murder'd, ha; Furbin? 


not to 


b: Sir Fol. You are to be murder'd, F riend ? ? you ſhall 
Vern, BY be murder'd, Friend. 
n a Bra. But how am I to be murder'd ? who sto mur- 
der me, I beſeech you? 
hair, 2 Four. Your humble Servant, Fourbin; I am the Man, 
ill be with your Worſhip s leave: Sir David has given me 
this Gold to do it handſomly. | 
= Beau. Sir David! uncharitable Cur? what, murder, 
ME 


an honeſt Fellow for being civil to his F — What 
can this mean, Gentlemen? 
Sir Jol. No, tis for not being eivil to his Family, that it 


avid I 
Sir! 


means, Gent. therefore are you to be murder'd to-night, 
ently. WW and bury'd a- bed with my Lady, you Fack Straw you. 
ickle D 5 Beau 
Cour, 
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Beau. I underſtand you, Friends; the old Gentleman 1 1 
deſign'd to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly co 
triv'd it to turnit to my advantage in the Affair of Low 
T am to be murder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hal! 
Tour. Your Honour has a piercing Judgment. $i; ; | 
Captain Courtine's gone. - 1 
Beau. No matter, let him go: he has a Deſign to pc 
in practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil 
ours. But when, Sir Folly, is this Buſineſs to be broug 5 
about ? 4 
Sir Fol. Preſently, tis more than time twere don 
already ; go, get you gone, I ſay ; hold, hold, let's lf 
your left Ear firſt, hum—ha—you are a Rogue, y are: 


Rogue; get you gone, get you gone, go. La 


F. 


} 0 
r —— GG 2 
. „ C ule we — 0 


S CEN E changes to Covent-Garden Piazzu, 


Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony. 


UT why, Madam, will you uſe him fo in 
humanly ? J am confident he loves you. 

Hl. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a tre 
Saint, by the trial of his Patience. Have you the Coral 


Maid. 


* 
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Maid. Here they are, Madam. N 2 
Sykv. Let 'em down, and be ſure when it comes u 
trial, to pull luſtily. Is Vill the Footman ready ? 
Will. At your Ladyſhip's Command, Madam. i 
Sylv. I wonder he ſhould ſlay fo long, the Clock ha 
firuck Twelve. N 
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Zur! 
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Enter Coortine. | 
1 cur. ſings. And was he wot frank and free, 

' And was fhe not kind to me? 

Ta lock up her Cat in her Cupbeard, 
And give ber Key to me, tome; 

To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me. 


Sv. This muſt be he: Ay, tis he, and, as I am a 
Virgin, roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make 
im ſober — 

Cour. Here, here's the Window: Ay, that's Hell- 
door, and my Damnation's in the inhde. Sylvia, Sy/- 
ia, Sylvia ; dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 
H.. Who calls on Sylvia in this dead of Night, when 

1 Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes? 

Cour. Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 
Marunk with thy Loves, and if he falls he lies. 
== $iv. Courtine, is it you? 
Cour. Yes, Sweetheart, tis I; art thou ready for me? 
$;/v. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 
= Cour. Cord! where? Oh, oh, here, here: ſo now 
in. to Heav'n in a String. 
Flv. Have you done? 
= Cour. Yes, I have done, Child, and would fain be 
Loing too, Huſſy. 
S. Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up: So, 
rvaſt there, Sir. 
S Cer. Madam. 
Sv. Are you very much in love, Sir? 
Cour, Qh, damnably, Child, damnably. 
S.. I'm ſorry fort with all my heart: * night, 

Captain. 

| Cour. Ha, gone! what left in Frafmus's Paradiſe, 
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Beau.l underſtand you, Friends; the old Gentleman ha 
deſign'd to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly con. 4 C 
triv'd it to turnit to my advantage in the Affair of Love 
I am to be murder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hah! 
Four. Your Honour has a piercing Judgment. Sit, 3 
Captain Courtine's gone. 1 
Beau. No matter, let him go: he has a Deſign to pu 
in practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil 
ours. But when, Sir Folly, is this Buſineſs to be brought | 
About ? | A 
Sir Fel. Preſently, tis more than time twere do 
already; go, get you gone, I ſay ; hold, bold, let's ſe 
your left Ear firſt, hum—ha—you are a Rogue, y'are:Þ* 
Rogue ; get you gone, get you gone, go. [Exeunt 


Ms 


as 
= 
if - — br, z 
/ i) d- 
_ — 2, 
— * 


—— 


* A — cm, l 
- 2 M((- "7; N 50 —— 1 
g 3 b 
U oO e 
— WW — Of — 3 N 5 N J — 


SCENE changes to Covent-Garden Piazza, i 


Enter Sylvia and her Maid in the Balcony. g 
aid. UT why, Madam, will you uſe him fo in- 3 t 
humanly ? I am confident he loves you. 
Hl. Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a true 
Saint, by the trial of his Patience. Have you the Cords IF & 
ready? | R | 
Maid. Here they are, Madam. 55 
Sylv. Let em down, and be ſure when it comes to Þ 
trial, to pull luſtily. Is Vill the Footman ready ? 
Will. At your Ladyſhip's Command, Madam. 
Si. I wonder he ſhould ſlay ſo long, the Clock ha 
firuck Twelve. . 


Zxter 
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con. 2 can. ſings. * * and free, 
Love. And was ſhe not kind to me ? 
1 To lock up her Cat in her Cupbcard, 
Si, And giue ber Key to me, to me; 
$4 To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
to pu And give her Key to me. 
ſpoil 


ugh Sv. This muſt be he: Ay, tis he, and, as I am a 


done! : him ſober — 
rs ſee 7 Cour. Here, here's the Window: Ay, that's Hell- 
door, and my Damnation's in the inſide. Sylvia, Syl- 
via, Sylvia; dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 
| : Sy/v.Who calls on Sy/via in this dead of Night, when 
© Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes? 
= Cour. "Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 
drunk with thy Loves, and if he * he lies. 
Sy. Caurtine, is it you ? 
Cour. Ves, Sweetheart, tis I; art thou ready for me? 
$;/v. Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there; there it is. 
Car. Cord! where? Oh, oh, here, here: fo now 
to Heav'n in a String. 
S;kv. Have you done? 
| Cour. Yes, I have done, Child, Ae would fain be 
| doing too, Huſſy. 
S;/. Then pull au ay, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up: So, 
| avalt there, Sir. 
Cour, Madam. 
S;lv. Are you very much in love, Sir? 
Cour, Qh, damnably, Child, damnably. 
has Slo. I'm ſorry for't with all my heart : Good night, 
Captain. 
| Ceur. Ha, gone! what left in Frafmus's Paradiſe, 
wer beween Heav'n and Hell ? If che Conſtable ſhould take 
Ds me 


Virgin, roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make 
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me now for a ſtraggling Monkey hung by the Loin:, 
and hunt me with his Cry of Watchmen ! Ah, Woman] 


Woman, Woman! Well, a merry Life and a ſhon, t 
that's all. = 
Sings. God profoer 4 our noble Xing, v 
Our Lives and Safeties all. 
I am mighty loyal to-night. 11 
Enter Fourbin and Bloody-Bones, as Vom Sir nn 7 ' 
Dunce's Houſe. 2 7 
Four Murder, Murder, Murder! Help, Help, Murder 4 
Cour. Nay, if there be Murder ſtirring, 'tis high time 
to ſhift for my ſelf. [Climbs up & the Balcony, 
Sv. [Squeaking.] A, h, h, h, h! 1 
Blood. Yonder, yonder he comes; Murder, Murder, | We 
Murder. | [Ex. Blood. and Fourbin : 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. : 
Sir Dav. Tis very late; but Murder is a melancholy 
buſineſs, and Night is fit for't. I'll go home. [ Knock. 2 
Perm. Who's there? 5 
Sir Dav. Who's there? open the Door, you Whelb|& rn 
of Babylon. ET 
' Verm. Oh Sir! y'are welcome home, but here is the 
ſaddeſt News! here has been Murder committed, Sir. y 
Sir Dav. Hold your tongue, you Fool, and go w . 
fleep; get you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder, you y 
Rogue? you meddle with State-Affairs? Get you in. 
The Scene opens in the middle of the Houſe, and diſcover . 
Sir Jouy Jumble, and the Lady putting Captain Beau- 
gard in order as if he were dead. p 


Sir Fol Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, you Knave, cloſe, cloſe i C 
whea I bid you: you had beſt queſt and ſpoil the pon 1 


you nad! th 


Beau. 


eau. 
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Beau. But pray how long muſt I lie thus? 

L. Dunce. I'll warrant you'll think the time mighty 
tedious. 

Beau. Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death 
when you are near him? 

Sir Jol. You ſhall, Sirrah, if a body defires you a 
little, ſo you ſhal! ; we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be 
ſpoil'd elſe, Man, if you do not: firetch out longer, 
longer yet, as long as ever you can. So, fo, hold your 
Breath, hold your Breath ; very well. 


Enter Maid. 

Maid. Madam, here comes Sir David. 

Sr Fol. Odds fo, now cloſe again, as I told you, 
cloſe you Devil; now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any 
part about you if you dare now; odd I'll hit yeu ſuch 
a Rap if you do; lie ſtill, lie you fill. 

Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear? I 
am come. 

L. Dunce. Ah, Sir! what is't y've done? Y've 


tuin'd me, your Family, your Fortune, all is ruin'd; 
where ſhall we go, or whither ſhall we fly ? 


Sir Dav. Where ſhall we go! why, we'll go to bed, 


you little Jackadandy : why, you are not a Wench, 
you Rogue, you are a Boy, a very Boy, and I love 
you the better for't: Sirrah, he 


L. Dunce. Ah! Sir, ſee there! 
Sir Dav. Bleſs us! a Man, and bloody ! what, up- 


on my Hall-Table ! 


L. Dunce. Two Ruffians brought him in juſt now, 
pronouncing this inhuman Deed was done by your 
Command: Sir Jolh came in the ſame minute, or ſure 
had dy'd with my diſtracting Fears, How could you 
think on a Revenge ſo horrid? , - 

iT 
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Sir Dav. As I hope to be ſav'd, Neighbour, I only 
bargain'd with em to baſtinado him in a way, or ſo, as BY , 
one Friend might do to Os but do you ſay that he 72 
3s dead ? 45 

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Clay fark ſtiff and uſelek 
all, nothing about him ſtirring, but all's cold and fill ; 1 
knew him a luſty Fellow once, a very mettled Fellow ; Al 
'tis a thouſand pities. 4 

Sir Dav. What ſhall I do? I'll throw myſelf upon 
him, kiſs his wide Wounds, and weep till blind as a Buz- 4 
zard. oP 

L. Dunce. Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch hor- 1 
rid Antipathy follows all Murders, his Wounds would“ 
fiream afreſh ſhould you but touch him. 3 

Sir Dav. Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, Friend, 
Sir Folly, as you love Charity, pity my wretched Caſe, 
and give me Counſel; I'll give my Wife and all my 
Eſtate to have him live again; or ſhall I bury him in 

the Arbour at the upper end of the Garden ? 1 
Sir Jol. Alas-a-day, Neighbour, never think on't, 
never think on't ; the Dogs will find him there, as they 
fcrape Holes to bury Bones in; there is but one way 4 
that I know of. x 

Sir Dav. What is it, dear Neighbour, what is it? 
You ſee I am upon my Knees to you, take all I have and no 
eaſe me of my Fears. BT lie 

Sir Fel. Troly the beſt ching that I can think of, is 
putting of him to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, 
and try to fetch him to Life again, a warm Bed is the on't 
beſt thing in the World; my Lady may do much too, 1 bid 
ſhe's a good Woman, and I've been told underſtands 2 [She 
green Wound well. 1 an © 

Sir Dav. My Dear, my Dear, my Dear! WW 

L. Dunce. Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar 
off, where my unhappy Name may be a Stranger; and Cur 
tbis 
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this fad Accident no more remember'd to my diſho- 
nour. 

Sir Dav. Ay, but my Love ! my Joy ! are there no 
Bowels in thce ? 

L. Dunce. What would you have me do? 

Sir Dav.Prithee do as much as try thy Skill, there may 
be one Dram of Life left in him yet; take him up to thy 
Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try whatthou 
canſt do with him; prithee do: If thou canſt but find Mo- 
tion in him, all may be well yet, I'll go up to my Cloſet 
in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean while. 

L. Dunce. Will he then leave this Ruin on my hands? 

Sir Daw. Pray, pray, my Dear; I beſeech you Neigh- 
bour, help to perſuade her if it be poſſible. 

Sir Fol. Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do. I 


| have a great fancy you may do him good; who can tell 


but you may have the Gift of Stroking? pray, Madam, 
be perſuaded. 

L. Dunce. I'll do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 

Sir Daw. That's my beſt Dear: I'll go to my Cloſet 
and pray for thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this 
$ ſhould happen [Exit. 

Beau. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel 

Sir Fol. What no Thanks, no Reward for old 70g 
now ? Come hither Huſſy, you little Canary-Bird, you 
by Hopo' my-thumb, come hither: make mea Curt'ſy, 
and give me a Kiſs now, hah ! give me a Kiſs I ſay, odd 
J will have a Kifs, fo I will, Iwill have a Kiſs if I ſet 
on't; ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when ] 
F you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, what there already! ? 
ü. goes to Beaugard. J Well, I ha' done; this tis to be 


an old Fellow now. 


Cure? 


Beau. And will you ſave the “Liſe of him y'ave wounded? 
L. Dunce. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my Skill for a 
[Sir David appears at a Windgw above. 

dir 
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Sir Zo/. Hiſt ! hiſt! Cloſe, cloſe, I ſay again, von. 
der's Sir Day, odds ſo! 

Sir Dav. My Dear! my Dear! my Dear! 

L. Dunce. Who's that calls? my Love, is't you? | 

Sir Dav. Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke 
Is there any Hopes yet? I've try'd to ſay my Prayer. 
and cannot ; if he be quite dead, I ſhall never pray 7 - 
gain; Neighbour, no hopes ? 1 

Sir Jol. Truly little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe 
think there is left, very little; there is nothing to H 
done, if you don't pray: get you to Prayers, whatere 
you do, get you gone; nay, don't ſtay now; fhut tl 
Window, | tell you. * 

Sir Dav. Well, — is a Trouble to me; but good = 
night. 3 

Sir Jol. Good- ade to you, dear Neighbour : g 
ye up, get ye up, and be gone into the next Roof 
preſently, make haſte: ¶ Jo Beaugard and Lady Dunce 
but don't fteal away till I come to you, be ſure you | 
member, don't you ſtir till I come ; piſh, none of thi 
bowing and fooling, it but loſes time; I'll only boy 
the Door that belongs te Sir David's Lodgings, t 
he may be ſafe, and be with you in a Twinkeß 
Ah, h, h, h! So now for the Door; very well, Frien Nn 
you are faſt. [Bolts the Da 


Sings. 
Bonny Laſs, gan thoo wert mine, 
And twanty thooſand Pounds about thee. 
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roke | 

ayer fl ACT TV, + CEMRE 

7 = Courtine bend on a Couch in Sylvia's Chamber. 
ile if Our. Of 2XE YHO! heyho! ha! Where 
to U Nen ; am [? Was I drunk or no, laſt 
ateve ; 


Night? Something leaning that 
J way. But where the Devil am I? 
” Sincerely in a Baudy-houſe: fogh! 
what a Smell of Sin is here! Let me look about; 
if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in 
e the Room, I am ſure I have gueſs'd right. What's the 
Ro Matter now? ty'd faſt! bound too! I have lighted into 
unce the Territories of ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber- Maid 


'ou re 
of me up thus. Has the pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or 
y bo | chalk'd me upon the Back now? Would I had her 


Miſtreſs here at a Venture. 


, t 

inke h Hv. What would you do with her, my enchanted 
rien night, if you had her? You are too ſober for her by 
De this time; next time you get drunk, you may perhaps 


venture to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as 
you are, 

Cour. Haſt thou done this, 1 Deſtruction? And 
am I in thy Limbo? I muſt confeſs when I am in my 
beer, my Courage does run away with me now and 
then: but let me looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle 
humble Animal thou haſt made me. Fy upon't, what 
tie me up like an ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a 
Table! let, let thy poor Dog looſe, that he may faws 
and make much of thee a little. 


J C Slv. 


Wor other; and ſhe in a witty Fit, forſooth, hath truſs'd 
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Sz/v. What, with thoſe Paws which you have bei 
ferreting Moor-Ficlds withal, and are very dirty fi] Wo 
after you have been daggling your ſelf abroad for Prey 
and can meet with none, you come ſneaking hither fu 
a Cruſt, do you? 2 

Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madan 
and ſlaſh him for his Roguery ſoundly ? 

Cour. Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferkie] 
of Man's Fleſh, Madam Flea- trap? Does the Chaplas 4 
of the Family uſe you to the Exerciſe, that you are il 
ready for it? > 

Slv. If you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into P 
vour now, you would be for rambling again ſo ſoon at* 
you had got your Liberty. 1 

Cour. Do but try me, and if ever I prove recreant mo 
let me be beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 

Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but one Requeſt, and i 


Cour. Hear me but ſwear, | ö 

Slv. That any body may do ten thouſand times a- dj 

Cour. Upon the Word of a Gentleman, nay, as I hop 
to get Money in my Pocket. . 

Sylv. There 1 believe him, 18 you'll keep you . 
Word you ſay ? 

Cour. If I don't, hang me up in that Wench's oi 
Garter. | 

Sylv. See, Sir, you have your Freedom. | 

Cour. Well, now name the Price; what muſt I pay ſor 

Slv. You know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall Acquait 
tance, you have been pleaſed to talk to me very free 
of Love-matters. | 

Cour. I muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blam 
that way; but if ever thou heareſt more of it from m 
Mouth after this Night's Adventure—— Would I wet 
well out of this Houſe. 

| Sylv. 
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Syly. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you; for 
ou muſt underſtand, that ſpite of my teeth, I am at 
Hat fallen in love moſt unmercifully. 

Cour. And doſt thou imagine I am fo hard-hearted a 
illain as to have no Compaſſion of thee ? 

E=. No, no, for I hope he's a Man you can have no 
Exceptions againſt. 


Cour. Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, I'll aſſure you, 


rki 

plan hat's one Comfort. * 

re 914. Who do you think it may be now? try if you 
Fan gueſs him. 

0 F Cour. Whoever he is, he's an honeſt Fellow I'll war- 

on Fant him, and I believe will not think himſelf very un- 


Happy neither. 
Hv. If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant Nights, 
End quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he 
nay be ſo; but try once to gueſs at him, 

8 Cour. But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

S/. Why who is it you would wiſh me to? 
d Cour. You have 5000 Pounds you ſay. 

Hv. Yes. 
Cour. Faith, Child, to deal honeſtly, I know well 
you Wn0ugh whq *tis I with for; but Sweet-heart, before l 
ell you my Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I 

new yours. 
Sv. Well, Sir, becauſe Lam confident you will ſtand 
Friend in the Buſineſs, I'll make a Diſcovery; and to 
old you in ſuſpence no longer, you muſt know I have 
Month's-mind for an Arm-full of your dearly beloved 
Friend and Brother Captain ; what ſay you to't ? 
Cour. Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, 


hat's all. 


dam | 
m m S. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that fo kindly 
wen ook you in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into her Lodg- 


ing? whither would you rove now, my Wanderer? 
Cour. 
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Cour. Faith, Madam, you have dealt fo gal lanth) 
truſting me with your Paſſion, that I cannot ſtay hel 1 
without telling you, that I am three times as muck 
love with an Acquaintance of yours, as you can be yi 
any Friend of mine. 75 

Sl. Not with my Waiting- Woman, I hope, $i: 

Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinſwoman of thin 
Child, they call her my Lady Dunce, and I think uf 
is her Houſe too; they ſay ſhe will be civil upon a gui 
Occakon, therefore prithee be charitable, and ſhewiM 
way to her Chamber a little. I 

Sykv. What commit Adultery, Captain? fie opal 
What, hazard your Soul ? 

Cour. No, no, only venture my Body a little, 
all; look you, you know the Secret, and may imaguf 
my Deſires, therefore as you would have me aſſiſt jq; 
Inclinations, pray be civil and help me to mine: log 
you, no demurring upon the Matter, no qualm, bl 
 ſhew me the Way, or you, Hufly, you ſhall do't ; a 
Baud will ſerve at preſent, for I will go. 

Sv. But you ſhan't go, Sir. 

Cour. Shan't go, Lady? 0. 

Suv. No, fhan't go, Sir; did I not tell you wit 
once you had got your Liberty, that you would! 
rambling again ? : 

Cour. Why, Child, wouldſt thou be ſo uncharita_P' 
to tie up a poor Jade to an empty Rack in thy Stadt 
when he knows where to go elſe-where, and get !; 
vender enough? 

Sylv. Any muſty Provender, I find, will ſerve 3c 
turn, ſo you have it but cheap, or at another Ma 
Charges. 

Cour. No, Chila, I had rather my Ox ſhould gr. 
in a Field of my own, than live hide-bound upon th 
Common, or run the hazard of being pounded ew 
Day for Treipaſles. dy 


1 
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L. Truly, all things conſider'd, tis a great pity 
good a Huſbandman as you ſhould want a Farm to 
larate. 

.. Wouldſt thou be but kind, and let me have 
Wargain in a Tenement of thine, to try how it would 
ee with me? | 

r. And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for 
ur Life ? 

cost. A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate 
nt. 

r. Which you'll be ſure to pay very punctualiy! ? 
: Cour. If thou doubteſt my Honeſty, faith een take a 
ſc Earneſt before-hand. 
ler. Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant ; Imprimis, 
hu ſhall oblige yourſelf to a conſtant Reſidence, and 


nagi t be leaving the Houſe uninhabited, leſ it run to Re- 
t J irs. 

:D Cour. Agreed. 

m, lv. Item, For your own ſake you ſhall promiſe to 
t; ep the Eſtate well fend d and inclos'd, leſt ſome time 


oF other your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the 
Wop on the Ground, Friend. 

Cour. Very juſt and reaſonable, provided I don't find 
lie too much too common already. 

gv. Item, You ſhall enter into ſtritt Covenant not 
take any other Farm upon your hands without my 
nent and Approbation; or if you do, that then it 
ill be lawful for me to get me another Tenant, how 
Wd where I think fit. 

Cour. Faith, that's ſomething hard tho', let me tell 
u but that, Landlady. 


iv. Upon theſe Terms, we'll draw Articles. 
Cour. And when ſhall we fign em? 
lg Hv. Why, this Morning, as ſoon as the ten a- clock 
pon! lice in Covent · Garden is open 


d ext Cour. 
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Cour. A Bargain; but how will you anſwer you; W"** 
Entertainment of a drunken Red-coat in your Lodg- inte 
ings, at theſe unſeaſonable Hours ? Ac 

Sy. That's a Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to 
keep for your own ſake; and for the Family, your 
Friend Beaugard ſhall anſwer for us there. 

Cour. Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had Miſchief in 
his Head, he behav'd himſelf fo ſoberly laſt night; 
has he taken a Farm lately too ? 

Szlv. A Treſpaſſer, I believe, if the Truth were 
known, upon the Provender you would fain have been 
biting at juit now. 


Enter Maid. 


Maid. Madam, Madam, have a care of yourſelf; | 
ſee Lights in the great Hall; whatever is the matter, 
Sir Davy and all the Family are up. 

Cour. I hope they will come, and catch me here: 
well, now you have brought me into this Condition, 
what will you do with me, hah! 

Sylv. You won't be contented, for a while to be ty'd 
up, like a Jade, to an empty Rack without Hay, wil you! 

Cour. Faith e'en take me, and put thy Mark upon 
me quickly, that if I light in ſtrange Hands, they may 
know me for a Sheep of thine. 

Sylv. What, by your wanting a Fleece do you mean 
If it muſt be ſo, come follow your Shepherd, B aaa. [ Exi:. 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce, and Vermin. 


Sir Dav. I cannot ſleep, I ſhall not ſleep again; I have 
prayed tooſo long, that, were I to be hang'd preſently, | 
have never a Prayer left to help myſelf: 1 was no ſooner 
laid upon the Bed juſt now, and fall'n into a Slumber, 


but methought the Devil was carrying me down Lud. 
gate-hill a gallop, fix puny Fiends, with flaming Fire- 
Forks running before him like Link-boys, to throw me 

head- 


4 
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head-long into Fleet- Ditch, which ſeemed to be turn'd 
into a Lake of Fire and Brimſtone: Would it were 
Morning. 

Verm Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal Night. 
our MY Sir Dav. But didſt thou meet never a White thing 

pon the Stairs ? 

in ern. No, Sir, not I; but methoughts I ſaw our 
ut; Nrreat Dog Touzer, with his great Collar on, ſtand at 
Ie Cellar-Door, as I came along the old Entry. 
* Sir Dau. It could never be, Touzer has a Chain; 
ad this thing a Chain on? 

Verm. No, Sir, no Chain; but it had Touzer's Eyes 
or all the world. 

Sir Dav. What, ugly great frightful Eyes ? 
'; I Yerm. Ay, ay, huge ſaucer Eyes, but mightily like 
tter, Wryzer's. 

Sir Dav. Oh Lord! oh Lord! Hark! hark 
ere: W Verm. What! what, I beſeech you, Sir? 
ion, M Sir Dav. What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou 
hear nothing? Hiſt, hark, pat, pat, pat, hark, heu ! 

Verm. Hear nothing! Where, Sir? 

Sir Dav. Look! look ! what's that? what's that in 
he Corner there ? 

Verm. Where? 

Sir Dav. There. 

Verm. What, upon the Iron Cheſt ? 

vir Dav. No, the long black thing up by the old Clock- 
aſe, See! fee! Now it ſtirs, and is coming this way. 
Verm. Alas! Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice o- 
eace; I beſeech you; I dare not ſtay in the Houſe: 
call in the Watch, and tell em Hell's broke looſe ; 
hat ſhall I do? Oh! [ Exit. 
Sir Dav. Oh Yermin ! if thou art a true Servant, have 


esd Condition, Satan be gone, I defy thee, Il repent 
and 
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y on thy Maſter, and do not forſake me in this diſ- 
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and be ſaved, I'll ſay my Prayers, I'll go to Church; 
Help! help! help! Was there any thing, or no? Jn 
what Hole ſhall I hide my ſelf ? [Exit, 


Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Fourbin, and Blood y-Bones, Sh 
Sir Fol. That ſhould be Sir Dawy's Voice; the Wait- WE jj, 
ing-woman indeed told me, he was afraid and could not 
ſleep? pretty Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done 
your Buſineſs handſomely ; what, I'Il warrant you have 
been a whoring together now; ha! You do well, you do 
well, I like you the better for't : what's a Clock? 
Four. Near four, Sir; 'twill not be Day yet theſe two 
Hours. 

Sir Jol. Very well, but how got you into the Houſe! 

Four. A ragged Retainer of the Family, Yerm:s | 
think they call him, let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by 
your Order. 

Sir Jol. Excellent Rogues! and then hope all thing 
are ready, as I gave Directions? 

Four. To a Tittle, Sir; there ſhall not be a mor 
critical Obſerver of your Worſhip's Pleaſure than you 
humble Servant the Chevalier Foxrbin. 

Sir Jol. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp 
Noſe, and are a nimble Fellow; I have no more to {ay 
to you, ſtand aſide, and be ready when I call: here be 
comes; hiſt, hem, hem, hem. 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 

Sir Dav. Hah! what art thou? approach thou like, 
the rugged Bank/ide Bear, the Eaſt- Cheap Bull, or Mon 
ſter ſhewn in Fair, take any ſhape but that, and Id, 
confront thee. the 
Sir Jol. Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend. woul, 
Sir Dav. Thou canſt not be my Friend, for I defy thee 
Sir Jelly! Neighbour! hah! is it you? Are you ſu 
it is you? Are you your ſelf ? If you be, give me yo 
hand. Alas-a-day, I ha' ſeen the Devil, d] 
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Sir Jol. The Devil, Neighbour ! 

Sir Dav. Ay, ay, there's no Help for't ; at firſt, I fan- 
cy'd it was a young white Bear's Cub dancing in the 
Shadow of my Candle ; then it was turn'd to a Pair of 
blue Breeches with wooden Legs on, ſtampt about the 
Room, as if all the Cripples in Town had kept their 
"ne Rendezvous there; when, all of a ſudden, it appear d 
ave like a Leathern Serpent, and, with a dreadful Clap of 
do Thunder, flew out of the Window. 

Sir Tol. Thunder! Why, I heard no Thunder. 

Sir Dav. That may be too; what, were you aſleep ? 

Sir Jol. Alleep, quotha! No, no; no. ſleeping this 
Night for me, I affure you. 

Sir Dav. Well, what is the beſt News then ? How 
does the Man? + 

Sir Fol. Een as he did before he was born, nothing 
at all; he's dead. 

Sir Dav, Dead! what, quite dead? 

Sir Fol. As good as dead, if not quite dead ; *twas a 
horrid Murder! and then the Terror of Conſcience, 
Neighbour. 

Sir Dav. And truly, I have a very terrify'd one, Friend; 
ho' I never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. 
Pray, where-about was his Death's Wound ? 

Sir. Jol. Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, a dreadful Gail. 
Sir Daw. So very wide? 

Sir Tol. Oh, as wide as my Hat; vou might have ſeen 
s Lungs, Liver, and Heart, as perfectly as if you had 
een in his Belly. 

Sir Dav. Is there no Way to have him privately bu- 
d, and conceal this Murder? Muſt I needs be hang'd 
the Neck, like a Dag, Neighbour? Do I look as if 


d. would be hang'd? 
fy heel Sir Fol. Truly, Sir Davy, I muſt deal faithfully with 
ou ſurFon, you do look a little ſuſpiciouſly at N but, 


we you ſeen the Devil, ſay you? 
E 
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Sir Dov, Ay, ſurely it was the Devil; nothing elf 
could have frighted me fo, 4 

: Sir Jol. Bleis us, and guard us, all the Angels! what: 
that ? 

Sir Dav. Poteſlati ſempiternæ, cujus bentwolentia jor A 
wantur gentes, & cujus miſericordia. 

[ Kneel:, holding up his Hande, anlliff,, 
mult'ring as if he pray d. | 

Sir. Jal. Neighbour, where are you? Frierd Sir Davy;= 

Sir Dav. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand clo; 
by me. Where, where is it? 

Sir Jol. Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach au 
fix Horſes againſt the Wall. 

Sir Dav. Deliver us all! he won't carry me away i 
that Coach and fix, will he? 
Sir Fel. Do you lee it? 

Sir Daw. See it! plain, plain: Dear Friend, advii 
me what I ſhall do: Sir Jolly, Sir Jol, do you he: 
nothing? Sir Folly —— hah! has he left me alone 
Vermin. 

Fern. Sir. ut: 

Sir Dav. Am I alive? Do'ſt thou know me againWs nc 
Am I thy guondam Maſter Sir Dawy Dunce ? 

Verm. I hope, I ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou fee nothing? 

Verm. Yes, Sir; methought the Houſe was all o' fi 
Fire, as it were: 

Sir Dav. Didd thou not ſee how the Devils grin 
and gnaſh'd their Teeth at me, YVermin ? 

erm. Alas, Sir, I was afraid one of em would ha 
bit of my Noſe, as he vaniſh'd out of the Door, 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, I'll go to my Wife, I'll 
by my own dear Wife ; run away to the Temple, and 
Counſellor — my Lawyer, I'll make over my Eſtate iy o! 
ſently, I ſha'n't live till Noon; T'll give all I have 
my Wife. Hah, Fermin? 


V; 
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Ferm. Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 

Sir Dav. Ah! much, much too good for me, YVermin® 
thou canſt not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; 
ſhe would break her Heart, if I ſhould give any Thing 
away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet, if I do 
27 thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes, 

Verm, I hope to ſee you live many a =o Day yet 


tho'. 
Sir Dav. Ah my Wife, my poor Wife! lead me to 
my poor Wife. [Execunt. 


yy 
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SCENE draws, and diſcovers Sir Jolly Jumble, 
Cept. Beaugard, and Lady Dunce in her Chamber, 


1 Dance HAT think you now of a cold wet 


March over the Mountains, your Men 
rd, your Baggage not come up, but at Night a dirty 
ratry Plain to encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you 
ut an old Leaguem Cloak, as tatter'd as your Colours 
Is not this much better now than lying wet, and getting 
he Sciatica P 

Beau. The Hopes of this made all this eaſy to me 
ne Thoughts of C/a/inda have a thouſand times refreſſid 
e in my Solitude; whene'er I march'd, I fancy d fill 
was to my Clarinda; when J fought, I imagin'd it 
as for my Clarinda; but when I came home, and 
* Clarinaa loſt! How could you think of 
_ but a Night in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this 
u-fecding Monſter, this rotten Trunk of a Man, * 
ys Claim to you? 
L. Dance. The Perſuaſion of F riends, and the Autho- 
ty of Parents, 


E 2 Beau- 
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Sir Dav. Ay, ſurely it was the Devil; nothing elt 
could have frighted me fo. 

: Sir Jol. Bleis us, and guard us, all the Angels! what) 
that? | 

Sir Dav. Poleſtati ſempiternæ, cujus bencwolentia ſu: 
eantur gentes, & cujus miſericordia. 

[ Kneels, holding up his Hands, ani 
mutt'ring as if he pray d. 

Sir. Jal. Neighbour, where are you? Frierd Sir Dad - 

Sir Dav. Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand clo; 
by me. Where, where 1s it ? 

Sir Jol. Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach and 
fix Horſes againſt the Wall. 

Sir Dav. Deliver us all! he won't carry me away it 
that Coach and fix, will he ? 

Sir Fel. Do you lee it? 

Sir Daw. See it! plain, plain: Dear Friend, advii 
me what I ſhall do: Sir Fo/ly, Sir Folly, do you he: 
nothing? Sir Folly =——— hah! has he left me alone 
Vermin. 

Verm. Sir. 

Sir Daw, Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again 
Am I thy guondam Maſter Sir Davy Dunce ? 

Verm. I hope, I ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Daw. Didſt thou ſee nothing? 

Verm. Yes, Sir; methought the Houſe was all o' fin 
Fire, as it were: 

Sir Dav. Didſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin 
and gnaſh'd their Teeth at me, Yermin ? 

Verm. Alas, Sir, I was afraid one of em would ha 
bit off my Noſe, as he vaniſh'd out of the Door. 

Sir Dav. Lead me away, Ill go to my Wife, I'll 
by my own dear Wife ; run away to the Temple, and 
Counſellor — my Lawyer, Vl make over my Eſtate p 

ſently, I ſha'n't live till Noon; T'Il give all I have 
my Wife. Nah, Vermin “ 


Ferm. Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady, 


elle Sir Dav. Ah! much, much too good for me, YVermin ? 


thou canſt not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; 
ſhe would break her Heart, if I ſhould give any Thing 
away from her, ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet, if I do 
| fer 15 thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. 


Viern. J hope to ſee you live many a ow Day yet 
and 4 


Sir Dav. Ah my Wife, my poor Wife! lead me to 
v=Mny poor Wife. [ E xeunt. 


= 
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SCENE draws, and diſcovers Sir Jolly Jumble, 
Cept. Beaugard, and Lady Dunce in her Chamber. 


2 — — 
/ A 
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. Dance. HAT think vou now of a cold wet 
March over the Mountains, your Men 
rd, your Baggage not come up, but at Night a dirty 
jatry Plain to encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you 
ut an old Leaguem Cloak, as tatter'd as your Colours 
Is not this much better now than lying wet, and getting 
e Sciatica ? 
Beau. The Hopes of this made all this eaſy to me 
ne Thoughts of C/arinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd 
e in my Solitude; whene'er I march'd, I fancy'd flill 
was to my Clarinda; when J fought, I imagin'd it 
ras for my Clarinda; but when I came home, and 
ound Clarinda loſt ! How could you think of 
alling but a Night in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this 
wl-feeding Monſter, this rotten Trunk of a Man, one 
ys Claim to you ? 


L. Dance. The Perſuaſion of F riends, and the Auho- 
ty of Parents, 


E 2 


Brau- 
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Beau. And had you no more Grace, than to be rufq 
by a Father and Mother ? 

L. Dunce. When you were gone, that ſhould haye 
given me better Counſel, how could I help myſelf? 

Beau. Methinks, then, you might have found out 
ſome cleanlier Shift to have thrown away yourſelf up. 
on, than nauſeous Old Age, and unwholſome Defor 
mity. 

L. Dunce, What, upon ſome overgrown full-ſed County 
Fool, with a Horſe-Face, a great ugly Head, and: 
great fine Eſtate? One that ſhould have been dreind 
and ſqueez'd, and jolted up and down the Town in Hack 
nies with Cheats and HeQors, and ſo ſent home at Three 
o'Clock every Morning, like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, Mhrith 
with a Belly full of ſtumm'd Wine, and nothing in indee 
Pockets. 

Beau. You might have made a tractab'e Beaſt of 
fuch a-one, he would have been young enough for train 
ing. 

I. Dunce. Is Youth then fo gentle, if Age be ſtubbom? 
Young Men, like Springs wrought by a a ſubtle Work: 
man, eaſily ply to what their Wiſhes prefs em; but the 
Defire once gone that kept em down, they ſoon tail 
ſtrait again, and no Signs left which Way tay bent be Mage 
fore. [Sir Jolly at the door peepiꝶ. Mite o 

Sir Jol. So, ſo; who ſays I ſee any thing now? I sir 
ſee nothing, not I; I don't fee, I don't fee; I don't loch Men ti 


not ſo much as look, not I. Enter: Sir 
ere? 
Enter Sir Davy Dunce. Sir 1 

Sir © 


Sir Dav. I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife ne. 
let me go to my Wife, I' live and die with my Wit 
let the Devil do his Worſt ; ah, my Wife, my Wife, my 


Wiſe | moms 


L. Dams 
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L. Dunce. Alas! alas! we are ruin'd! ſhift for your 
4 lf; counterfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 

Sir Dav, Hah ! whoſoe'er thou art, thou canſt not 
eat me; ſpeak to me, who has done this? Thou canſt 
not ſay I did it. 

Sir Jol. Did it! Did what? Here's nobody ſays you 
did any thing that I know, Neighbour ; what's the 
Matter with you ? What ails you? Whither do you go? 
Whither do you run? I tell you, here's nobody ſays a 


Word to you. | 

Sir Daw. Did not you ſee the Ghoſt juſt now? 

na Sir 7o/. Ghoſt! prithee now here's no Ghoſt ; whi- 
ck ther would you go? I tell you, you ſhall not ſtir one 


Foot farther, Man; the Devil take me if you do. Ghoſt! 
rithee, here's no Ghoſt at all; a litile Fleſh and Blood 
ins indeed there is, ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, 
ſome dead, and ſo forth; but Ghoſt, piſh, here's no 
hoſt. : 
Sir Dav. But, Sir, if I ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, I did 
te a Ghoſt, an you go to that; why, ſure, I know a 
hoſt when I ſee one, Ah, my Dear, if thou hadſt but 
n the Devil half ſo often as I have ſeen him. 
L. Dunce, Alas, Sir Dawy! jf you ever lov'd me, 
me not, Oh come not near me; I have reſolved to 
ate the ſhort Remainder of my Life in Penitence, and 


Pte of Joys no more. 
'? 1 Sir Dav. Alas, my poor Child! but do you think 
lock, When there was no Ghoſt indeed? 


vir Jol. Ghoſt ! alas-a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do 
ere ? 

Sir Dav. And 1s the Man dead? 

dir Fol. Dead! ay, ay, ſtark dead; he's ſtiff by this 


Wife, me. 
* L. Dunce. Here you may ſee the horrid ghaſtly Spee- 


cle, the fad Effects of my too rigid Virtue, and your 
ot herce Reſentment | + 


E z Sr 
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Sir Jol. Do you ſee there? | 
Sir Dav. Ay, ay, I do ſee; would I had never ſeen f 
him ; would he had lain with my Wife in every Houſe 5 
between Charing-Cro/s and Aldgate, fo this had never WF v 
bappen'd. al 

Sir Jol. In Troth, and would he had; but we are all 
mortal, Neighbour, mortal; to-day we are here, to 
morrow gone, like the Shadow that vaniſheth, like the 
Grafs that withereth, or like the Flower that fadeth; 
or indeed, like any thing; or rather like nothing: But 
we are all mortal. 

Sir Dav. Heigh ! 

L. Dunce. Down, down that Trap-Door, it goes int 
2 Bathing-Room ; for the reſt, leave it to my Condud, 

Sir Fel. *Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhould 

ourſelf into this Premunire, Sir Dawid. 

Sir Day. Indeed, and ſo it is. 

Sir Jol, For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, 
Perſon in Years, one that uſed to go to Church with hi 
Neighbours, 

Sir Dav. Every Sunday, truly, Sir Folh. 

Sir Fol. Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 

Sir Dav. Six Pounds a Year to the very Poor, wit 
out Abatement or DeduCtion : Tis very hard, if fo go 
a Commonwea'ths-Van ſhould be brought to ride in 
Cart at laſt, and be hang'd in a Sun-ſhiny Morning,  * 
make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holiday; en 
een run away. | 

Sir Jol. Run away! why then your Eſtate will! Bod 
forfeited ; you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. 


Sir Dau. Truly, you ſay right, Friend; and a \ 8 
had better be half hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you kno 

Sir Fol. Hang'd ! no, no; I think there's no gr! — 
Fear of hanging neither : What, the Fellow was b. 4 


Jort of an unaccountable Fellow, as I heard you fay, 
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Sir Daw. Ay, ay, a pox on him, he was a ſoldierly 
| fort of a Vagabond; he had little or nothing but his 
| Sins to live upon: If I could have had but Patience, he 
would have been hang'd within theſe two Months, and 
all this Miſchief ſav'd. 


| Beaugard ri/es up like a Ghoſt at a Trap- 
9 R Door, juſt before Sir David. 
wel Oh Lord! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil! 

[ Falls on his Face. 


Sir Jol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails you? 
what's the Matter with you ? 

Sir Dav. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill; I will not 
look up to ſee an Angel: Oh-b-h! 

L. Dunce. My Dear, why do you theſe cruel things 
to affright me ? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 

Sir Dav, I dare not flir ; I ſaw tlie Ghoſt again juſt now. 

L. Dunce. Ghoſt again ! what. Ghoſt ? where? 

Sir Dav. Why there, there 

Sir Jol. Here has been no Ghoſt. | 

Sir Dav. Why, did you ſee nothing then ? 

L. Dunce. See nothing! no, nothing but one ano» 
- Sir Dav. Then I am inchanted, or my End is near at 
- oof hand, Neighbour : For Heaven's fake, Neighbour, ad- 
A vile me what I ſhall do to be at reſt | 
ing Sir 7ol. Do! why, what think you if the Body were 

remov'd ? ol; 

Sir Dav. Remov'd! I'd give a hundred Pound the 

will Body were out of my Houſe ; may be then the Devil 
would not be ſo impudent. | 

Sir Jol. I have diſcovered a Door- place in the Wall 
betwixt my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to 
me; if you think fit, we'll beat it down, and remove 
this troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houſe, 

Sir Dav. But will you be ſo kind ? 


Sit 
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Sir Fo/. If you think it may by any means be ſervice. 
able to you. 

Sir Daw. Truly, if the Body was remov'd and diſposd 
of privately, that no more might be heard of the Mat. 
ter — I hope he'll be as good as his Word. LA lid.. 

Sir Jol. Fear nothing ; I'll warrant you; but in troth 
I had utterly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 

Sir D-v. What's that? 

Sir Fol. Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary that 
your Lady ſtaid with me at my Houſe for one Day, till 
things were better ſettled, 

Sir Dav. Ah, Sir Folly, whatever you think fit; any 
thing of mine that you have a mind to ; pray take her, 
pray take her, you ſhall be very welcome. Hear you, 
my deareſt ? there is but one Way for us to get rid of this 
untoward Buſineſs, and Sir Jolly has found it out; there- 
fore by all Means go along with him, and be rul'd by 
him; and whatever Sir Joliy would have thee qp, een 
do it : ſo Heav'n proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y, 
till I fee you again (Exit. 

Sir 7e This is certainly the civileſt Cuckold in City, 
Town, or Country. | 

Beau. Is he gone? [Steps out. 

L. Dunce. Yes, and has left poor me here. 

Beau. In troth, Madam, 'tis barbarouſly done of him, 
to commit a horrid Murder on the Body of an innocent 
poor Fellow, and then leave you to ſtem the Danger of 
it. 

Sir Jol. Odd, and I were as is thee, Sweet-heart, I'd be 
reveng'd on him for it, ſo I would. Go, get together, 
ſteal out of the Houſe as ſoftly as you can, I'll meet 
you in the Piaxxa preſently ; go, be ſure you ſteal out 
of the Houſe, and don't let Sir Davy ſee you. 

[The Scene Hull. 


Sir 
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Sir Jolly comes forward. Enter Bloody Bones. 


Sir Fol. Bloody-Bones. 

Bod. I am here, Sir. 

Sir Jol. Go you and Fourbin to my Houſe preſently ; 
bid Monſieur Fonrbin remember, that all things be order'd 
according to my Directions. Tell my Maids too, I am 
coming home in a trice ; bid em get the great Chamber, 
and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : and, d'ye 
hear ? carry the Minſtrels with you too, for I'm refolv'd 
to rejoice this Morning, Let me ſee — Sir Davy, 


Enter Sir David Dunce. 


Sir Dav. Ay, Neighbour, tis I; is the Bufineſs done? 
I cannot be ſatisfy d till I am fure : Have you removed 
the Body ? Is it gone ? 

Sir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey'd it out of the 


® Houſe juſt now. Well, Sir Davy, a good Morning to 


6. 
, 
5 
* 
8 
ee 


| you, I wiſh you your Health with all my Hear:, Sir 


Davy; the firſt thing you do tho', I'd have you fay your 
Prayers by all Means, if you can. 
Sir Daw, If I can poſſibly, I will. 
Sir Jol. Well, good b'w'y. [Exit Sir Jolly. 
Sir Dav. Good b'w'y heartily, good Neighbour 


# Virmin, Vermin. 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Did your Honour call? 

Sir Daw, Go run, run preſently over the Square, and 

call the Conſtable preſently ; tell him here's Murder 

| committed, and that I muſt ſpeak with him inſtantly — 

I'll een carry him to my Neighbour's, that he may find 

the dead Body there, and fo let my Neighbour be very 
| fuirty 
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fairly hang'd in my ſtead ; hah ! a very good Jeſt, a 
I hope to live ; ha, ha, ha ! Hey, what's that ? 
Watchman at the Door. Almoſt Four o' Clock, and a 


dark cloudy Morning ; good-morrow my Maſters all, 
good morrow. 


Enter Conſtable and Watch. 


Conſt. How's this ? a Door open ! Come in, Gentle. 
men — Ah, Sir Day, your Honour's humble Ser. 
vant: I and my Watch going my Morning Ronnds, 
and finding your Door open, made bold to enter, to 
ſee there were no Danger. Your Worſhip will excuſe 
our Care; a good Morning to you, Sir. 

Sir Dav. Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here; 
IT ſent my Man juſt now to call you. I have ſad News 
to tell you, Mr. Conſtable. 

Conft. I am ſorry for that, Sir ; ſad News ? 

Sir Dav. Oh ! ay, fad News, very ſad News truly; 
here has been Murder committed. 

Conſt. Murder! if that's all, we are your humble 
Servants, Sir, we'll bid you good-morrow ; Murder's 
nothing at this time o'Night in Covent-Garden. 

Sir Dav. O, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done 
under my Noſe ; I cannot but take notice of it; tho'! 
am ſorry to tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry, truly. 

Conſt. Was it committed here near hand? 

Sir Dav. Oh! at the very next Door; a ſad Murder 
indeed ! After they had done, they carry'd the Body pri- 
vately into my Neighbour Sir 7o/ly's Houſe here: I am 
ſorry to tell it you, Mr. Conſtable, for I am afraid it 
will look but ſcurvily on his fide: tho' I am a Juſtice 

o'Peace, Gentlemen, and m_ bound by my Oath to take 
Notice of it ; I can't help it 
1 Watch. I never lik'd that Sir Tolly. 


% 


an 


The SOLDIERS FORTUNE. 107 


as Conſt. He threaten'd me tother Day for carrying a 

little dirty draggle-tail'd Whore to Bridexve!l, and ſaid 
a the was his Couſin, Sir. If your Worſhip thinks fit, 
ul, we'll go ſearch his Houſe. 

Sir Dav. O, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be fo ; 
Juſtice muſt have its courſe ; the King's liege Subjects muſt 
not be deſtroyed. Yermin, carry the Conſtable and his 
| Dragons into the Cellar, and make 'em drink ; I'll but 
© ſtep into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, and 
call upon ye inſtantly. 

Al Watchmen, We thank your Honour, [Exeunt. 


£4 8a. 
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SCENE changes 10 Sir Jolly's. A Banquet. 


| Enter Sir Jolly Jumble, Capt. Beaugard, and L. Dunce. 


Sir Fol. O, are ye come? I'm glad on't ; edd y are 
welcome, very welcome, odd you are; 
| here's a ſmall Banquet, but I hope 'twill pleaſe you; fit ye 

down, fit ye down both together, nay, both together : 
A pox o'him that parts ye, I fay. 

Beau. Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for 
Anthony and Cleopatra, were they living. 

Sir Jol. Piſh ! a pox upon Antbom and Cleopatra, they 
are dead and rotten long ago ; come, come, time's but 
ſhort, and muſt be made the beſt uſe of; for, 


Vouth's a Flow'r that foon does fade, ; 
And Life is but à Span; 

Man was for the Waman made, 
And Woman made for Man. 5 
Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and frifk * 
andbe briſk, rejoice, and make a Noiſe, and odd, | 
GH. Lam pleasd, mightily pleas'd, odd I am. ö 
5 L. Punce. | 
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L. Dunce. Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſophet 
than I thought you were. 

Sir Fol. Philoſopher, Madam! yes, Madam, I have 
read Books in my time; odd, Ariſtotle, in ſome things had 
very pretty Notions, he was an underſtanding Felloy, o 
Why don't you eat, odd an ye don't eat — here Child, WW ; 
here's ſome Ringoes, help, help your Neighbour a li-! 
tle ; odd they are very goed, very comfortable, very 
cordial. 


Beau. Sir Folly, vour Health. 7 

Sir Jol. With all my Heart, old Boy. E. 

L. Dunce. Dear Sir Fell, what are theſe? I nere 
taſted of theſe before. a 


Sir Jol. That? eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you kn 
odd, tis the Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, in 
gather 'em every May myſelf; odd, they'll make a 
old Fellow of ſixty five cut a Caper like a Dancing 
maſter ; give me ſome Wine. Madam, here's a Heal 
here's a Health, Madam, here's a Health to honeſt St 
Dawy, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha, [ Dan, 


Enter Bloody Bones. 

Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Vonder's the 
Conſtable and all his Watch at the Door, and threaten: 
Demoliſhment, if not admitted preſently. 

Sir Fol. Odds ſo! odds fo! the Conſtable and hs 
Watch What's to be dane now ? Get you both int 
the Alcove there, get you gone quickly, quickly ; n 
noiſe, no noiſe ; d'ye hear? the Conſtable and his Watch 
A pox on the Conſtable and his Watch; what the Devi 
have the Conſtable and Watch to do here ? 


Enter Conſtable, Watch, and Sir David. Scene puts 
Sir Jolly Jumble comes forward. * 
Conſt. This way, this way, Gentlemen; ſtay one 0 


ye at the Door, and let no body paſs, do you hear ? 9 
7 all 5. your Servant, 
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det Sir Fol. What, this Outrage, this Diſturbance commit- 
ted upon my Houſe and Family? Sir, Sir, Sir! What do 
ave WE you mean by theſe Doings, ſweet Sir? hoh! 
had Conft. Sir, having receiv'd Information, that the Body 
ow. of a murder'd Man is conceal'd in your Houſe; I am come, 
uld, according to my Duty; to make ſearch, and diſcover the 
lit. Truth —— Stand to my Aſſiſtance, Gentlemen. 
ver) Sir Jal. A murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Dav. Yes; a murder'd Man; Sir. Sir Jol, Sir 
Polly, I am forry to ſee a Perſon of your Character and 
Figure in the Pariſh concern'd in a Murder, I fay. 

Sir Jol. Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's 
a Villain! Here's a cuckoldy Son of his Mother! I never 
knew a Cuckold in my Life, that was not a falſe Rogue 
in his Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but 
Whore-maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you mean? 
You had beſt play the Fool, and ſpoil all, you had; what's 
ul this for ? 

Sir Dav. When your Worſhip comes to be hang'd, 
Fou'll find the meaning on't, Sir. I fay once more, 
ſearch the Houle. | 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 

[Ex. Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Jol. Search my Houle! O Lord! Search my 
due! What will become of me? I ſhall loſe my Repu- 
nd on with Man and Woman, and no body will ever truſt 


er's tht 
reatel 


h inne again: O Lord! Search my Houſe! All will be dil- 
ty ned, do what I can, II fing a Song like a dying 
Watch an, and try to give 'em Warning. 


e Del G; from the Window, my Love, my Lowe, my Love, 
Go from the Window, my Dear; 
The Wind and the Rain 
e ſouts Has brought em back again, 
Ard thou caiſt have no Lodging here. 
one ' 


ar ? N Lord ! Scarch my Houle! 


F Sir 
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Sir Dav. Break down that Door, I'll have that Doo: 
broke open; break down that Door, I ſay. | 
| [ Knocking within 
Sir Jol. Very well done! break down my Doors! 
break down my Walls, Gentlemen ! plunder my Houſe 
raviſh my Maids! Ah, curſt be Cuckolds, Cuckold, 
Conſtables and Cuckolds. 
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SCENE draws, and diſcovers Beaugard and 
Lady Dunce. 


Beau. NM TAN D off; by Heav'n, the firſt that cons 
here comes upon his Death. 


{ 
Sir Dav. Sir, your humble Servant, I am glad to if « 
you are alive again, with all my Heart, Gentleme, 9 
here's no Harm done; Gentlemen, here's nobody mu 
der'd ; Gentlemen, the Man's alive again, Gentlemen 7 
But here's my Wife, Gentlemen, and a fine Gentler \ 
with her, Gentlemen; and, Mr. Conſtable, I hope yo 
bear me Witneſs, Mr. Conſtable. 4 
Sir Jol. That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [ . 
Beau. Hark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping i n 
my Heels, or I ſhall ſo feague ye. - 
Sir Fel. Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye Nigit 1. 
Toads of the Pariſh-Dungeon ; diſturb my Houle 0 
theſe unſeaſonable Hours ! get ye out of my Doors, ha 


ye gone, or Il brain ye, Dogs, Rogues, Villains. 
[Exeunt Conflable and aus nme 

Beau. And next for you, Sir Coxcomb; you ſee In 
not murder'd, tho you paid well for the Performanc 
what think you of bribing my own Man to murder nt 
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Enter Fourbin and Bloody-bones. 
Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon Occaſion ; and 


here's another dreſſes a Man's Heart with Oil and Pep- 
per, better than any Cook in Chriſtendom. 

Four. Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your 
Breakfaſt this Morning ? 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, Sweetheart, any thing 
in the World, Faith and Troth, ha, ha, ha! this is the 
pureſt Sport, ba, ha, ha! 


Enter Vermin. 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortu- 
nate News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam 
S1/via's Chamber all this Night, who, juſt as you went 
out of Doors, carry'd her away, and whither they are 
gone no body knows. 

Sir Dav. With all my Heart, I am glad on't, Child; 
I would not care if he carry'd away my Houſe and all, 
Man. Unhappy News, quotha ! poor Fool! he does not 
know I am a Cuckold, and that any body may make 
bold with what belongs to me, ha, ha, ha! I am ſo 
pleas'd, ha, ha, ha! I think I never was fo pleas'd in 
all my Life before, ha, ha, ha 

Beau. Nay, Sir, I have a Hank upon you; there are 
Laws for Cut - chroats, Sir; and as you tender your future 
Credit, take this wrong'd Lady home, and uſe her 
handſomely, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, do you mark 
me ? that when we think fit to meet again, I have no 
Complaint of you ; this muſt be done, Friend. 

Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very rea- 
ſonable, in troth. 

L. Dunce, Can you, my Dear, forgive me one Miſ. 
fortune ? 


F 2 Sir 
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Sir Dav. Madam, in one Word, Iam your Ladyſhip', 
moſt humble Servant and Cuckold, Sir David Dunce, Kt, 
living in  Covent-Garden ; ha, ha, ha! Well, this i; 
mighty pretty, ha, ha, ha! 


Enter Sylvia, follow'd by Courtine. 


Sylv. Sir Folh, ah Sir Folly, protect me, or I'm ruimd. 
Sir Fol. My little Minikin, is it thy Squeak ? 
Beau. My dear Courtine, welcome. 

Sir Folly. Well, Child, and what would that wicked 
Fellow do to thee, Child ? hah, Child, Child, what 
would he do to thee ? 

Sy/v. Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanly ſeduced me 
out of my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 

Cour, Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace be- 
fore her Eyes neither, has e'en taken me at my Word. 

Sir Jol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: J 
don't like theſe Marriages ; I'll have no Marriages i in my 
Houſe, and there's an end ont. 

Sir Dav. And do you intend to marry my Niece, 
Friend ? | 

Cour. Yes, Sir, and never aſk your Confent neither. 

Sir Dav. In troth, and that's very well faid ; I am 
glad on't with all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five 
thouſand Pounds to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound 
10 pay it; well, this is the happieſt Day; ha, ha, ha. 


Here, take thy Bride ; lite Man and Wike agree, 
And may ſve prove as king — as mine to me. ha, ha, ha. 


Beau, Courtine, I wiſh thee Jay: thou art come op- 
portunely to be a Witneſs of a perfect Reconciliation be- 
tween me and that worthy Knight Sir David Dunce; 
which to preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we 
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ip's I part, enter into ſuch Covenants for Performance, as I ſhall 

Kt, I think fit. 

is Sir Dav. No more to be ſaid, it ſhall be done, Sweet- 
heart : But don't be too hard upon me, uſe me gently, as 
thou didſt my Wife, gently ; ha, ha, ha! a very good 
ſeſt, faith ; ha, ha, ha! or, if he ſhould be cruel to 
me, Gentlemen, and take this Adyantage over a poor 

ud. Cornuto, to lay me in a Priſon, or throw me in a Duns 
geon, at leaſt, 


ked 1 hope amongft all you, Sirs, I hast fail 
chat To find one Brother Cuctold out for Bail. 
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EPILO * 


& pre/t, | 
8 Diſturb'd in Brain, and hs in hi 
18 Breaſt, 


Full of theſe T houghts which make th'Unhappy ſad, 
And by Imagination half grown mad, 

The Poet led abroad his mourning Muſe, 

And let her range, to ſee what Sport ſbe' d choſe, 
Strait like a Bird got looſe, and on the IW ing, 
Pleas'd with her Freedom, ſbe began to ſing ; 
Each Note was echo d all the Vale along, 

And this was what ſhe utter'd in her Song : 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain Fame, I 
Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to blame, E. 
Conſider with thy ſelf how thou'rt unfit 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Mit. I 
AWits a Toad, who, ſiuell d with filly Pride, I B. 
Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World beſide ; 

Civil would ſeem, th he good Manners lacks, 


Smiles on all Faces, rails behind all Backs, 4 
If &er good- natur d, nought to ridicule, On 
Good-nature melts a Wit into a Fool Bu 


Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-pudding in a Hall 
At Chriſtmas Revels, he makes Sport for all. 

So much in little Praiſes he delights, 

But when he's angry, draws his Pen and writes: 


Al 


Ie. 


EPILOGUE. 
Mit to no Man will his Dues allow ; 
Wits will not part with a good Word that's dus: 
V whoe'er ventures on the ragged Coaſt 
Of flarving Poets, certainly is lot, : 
They rail like Porters at the Penny-Poſt. 
At a new Author's Play ſee one but ſit, 
Making his ſnarling fravard Face of Wit, 
The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes likes a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants, 
0 Poets, have a care of one another, 
There's hardly one amongſt ye true to tother. 
Like T rincalo's and Stephano's, ye play 
The lewdeft Tricks each other ts betray. 
Like Foes detract, yet flatt'ring friend-like ſmile, 
And all is one another to beguile 
Of Praiſe, the Monſter of your barren Iſle. 
Enjoy the Proſtitute ye ſo admire, 
Enjoy her to the full of your Deſire, i 
Whilſt this poor Scribler wiſhes to retire, 
here he may ne er repent his Follies more, 
But curſe the Fate that wrec'd him on your Shore, 


Naw you, who this Day as his Judges fit, 
After you've heard what he has ſaid of Mit; 
Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 

But ſhew ſo much to think he meant none hore. 


